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PLUE DEVILS. 


If> sooUk* the wouiKletl pride of an unsuccessfuhlramatm, 
sell-love and vanity are ever ready to suggest other reasons 
•Of flis ill-fortune, than any want of merit in himself. 
duplu’ily of managers, the remissness oi’actors, the venality 
of critics, and the capneiousness of audienc.es, are fluently 
mvetgficd against. To ono, or ail, of these causes, he com* ' 
fibeenlly atlribuU^s his mischance, and modestly entertains a 
lofty contempt for the tiunces by whom he has been con¬ 
demned. That actors are sometimes negligent, and that 
managers and critics are freijuently unjust, we readily alkov, 
though the outcry against them is often both senseless and 
malignant; but, it is to the censure upon the conduct of the 
audiences, that we are disposisi to attach the greatest share 
of justice. Their deasions are always rash and premature; 
tilt* judgment of one evening is reversed by that of another: 
and what lo-day is hooted Irom the stage with iadtgnatiim, 
shall te»-mt>rrow be welcome^] with shouts of applause. 

I'o the correctness of these remarks, the history of some , 
ul our most popular stock-pieces bears ample testimmiy;' 
and that of “ Blue Devils” amongst the number. Produced 
originally at Covent Carden, in 171)8, for the benefit of Mr, 
Tawcett, it narrowly esc&ped being totally damned; and' 
was only heard to the conchisiun, by that kind of safferanc^ 
which aflects abvays to deal tenderly with beni:fll-per-, 
h^mancea. Yet, being soon after transferred to the Hay* 
market, it pleased prodigiously, and has ever since been one', 
•if our most favourite interludes. With such examples 



them, it is scarcely niatt(*r for wonder, that unfortunate * 
writers are inclined to appeaffrom fiat of the judges by 
whom they have been conderajgl; and hope to obtain from 
a second jury, a more faVbmble venlict than has been 
awarded by tlie first. 

This little piece is of French extraction; and, though 
ingenious adapter of it has generally been remarkably 
successful in naturalizing the dramas he has borrowed from 
our neighbours, it still retains about it a foreign air, which 
plainly marks its origin Demisou and his daughter arc 
essentiallyFrench; whileexactlyemlKwlieswhat w, or 
was, the popular idea of an Englishman on the continent 
wealthy, profuse, obstinate, devoured by spleen, strongly ‘f** 
dined to suicide, and sadly addicted to blasphemy. Yet, 
if the lasi-HTienlioned quality be deemed peculiarly characte¬ 
ristic of an Englishman, it must be admitted that IJcmintm 
has as gooil claim to the title of Briton as Mer/n'm^ siia e 
there appears to bo a contest of profanity between them, 
ami every sixth speech is disgraced by a damn, fnlerjor 
dramatists may j>erhaps fancy that curses imiiart energy to 
their language; but, the good sense -and taste of Colnmn 
should have taught him to shun a practice so utterly abhor¬ 
rent to good-breeding and decency. With this exception, 
the characters of Megrim and Demisou are pleasantly 
sketched; but, what shall be said of James^ a French waiter, 
with a dialect that seems to be intended for piovincial 
English, though we believe it would sadly puzzle the au¬ 
thor to identify it with that of any particular county. 
Such an incongruity, however, will not be deeiM<*d a very 
fatal objection loan interlude; especially as the siuipheity 
of Uie character derives a more amusing air from this very 
absurdity. 

Suicide is a somewhat sombre topic to found a joke upon; 
and thj!ii;experiinent of making a man bent upon seif-<lestruc- 
tion, th^ liero of a comic interlude, Was certainly a hazardous 
ex|)eriment. Yet, the subject has been managwl so cleverly 
as to excite^infinite amusement, without at all distressing the 
leeJingfi of the most sensitive auditor. The equivoijues aae 
tuicrous and probable, or, to speak more correctly, len^ 
%mpr(Jtkble than is frequently the case witli this species of'" 

***if < M ' 
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■-Hicasantry, which Colman understands the management of 
IteiUT than any other dramatic writer of the day. ** Bluo 
Devils/’ in fine, is a delightful trifle, and well ineritst the 
{lopularity it enjovs. 

P, P. 



Xime of U^reonttation. 


Tlte time this piece takes in representation, is loriv 
niUes. 
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ACT I. 


SCENE l.'^An Eating Room, in a Hotei. 

.Unes and Annette dimrered. 

Ann. And do you really love me so very dearly, Jamejt? 

JameSi O, for ibe matter of that, Miss Annette, dearly 
indeed t I don’t know how Jt comes about, not I; but, morn* 
ing, noon, nor night, I can ne’er beat you out of my head. 

Ann. Dear now, that’s for all the world as it happens lu 
me about you, James. 

James* 11c! he! What a sweet pretty couple you and 1 
should make, Annette! 

Ann, That’s a sure thing; but we must not hope to get 
iny fatber'.s consent. He isn’t rich, you know;—he has 
given so much credil to the fine folks, who come to his hotel 
here. 

James. Yes; and ihe worst of it is, that it be clean out 
of fashion, now, for your fine folks to pay. He has been 
very unlucky, of late, that’s the truth on't. 

Ann. Very;—and, this blessed day, his wine-merchant 
threatens to seize his furniture, for the two hundred louis- 
d’ors he owes him ' We can’t expect, James, that lie’ll think 
of marrying us, in all his misfortunes. 

Janm, That’s true, indeed !—lleiglio! 

Ann. Besides, you have only been waiter here three 
months. You have nothing, James. 

James. Nothing at all. 
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Am. Anr! 3l^ou Jlcmw nothing* to—~ 

JaMgjf. Oh, but I do^ thought i ‘ 

Am, Why, what do you knoir ? 

Jaanss, Howto love you, Annette. 

Am. That’s very well for me» James; but I don’t see 
how it will do any good to my fati^r. 

James. Now that’s u great pity; wn't it, Annette? Well, 
if we can’t be married yet, why we mUvSt do all wc can to 
make ourselves easy, you know. If now, you’d just let me 
—I don’t know w'cll how to ask you. 

Ann. What,James? 

James. Just let mn have a kiss of your hand. 

Ann. Dear! Would that give you any satisfaction ^ 

James, Would it! Ah! 

Ann, Lord! wlty did not you say sobefore ?—({fives hvr 
AaiMf.)-—Poor fellow! how happy he is, now ! 

James. And if 1 might but bt^ so bold as just, for once, 
to take a smack at your lips, Annette— 

Ann. My lips ? Oii, {^erliaps that mayn’t be right. 1 don't 
know, though, why you shouldn't—My fatlier kisses me, you 
know, James; so you may be sure it can’t be improper. 
There, then. ( He kisses her.) 


Enter Demisou, l.h. 

Hem. Very pretty, upon my soul! and just what 1 have 
suspected. Why, you graceless baggage! have you ffie 
inipudonce to suffer yourself to, be kissed by a man. 

Ann. I^ord, father, why, where’s the harm ? 

J)em. There’s assurance, now, with the devil to it! — 

up to your chamber, directly, hussey ! I’ll talk to you, by 
and bye; and as for you, my merry gentleman, 1 must have 
a word with you, on tbo spot. 

Am- Nay, but father, now— 

Hem. Get along, you jade I, Troop, and be silent.— 
Troop, I say. [EjcU Annette, n.fi. 

James. Now, if you please, Mr. Demisou, just let’s talk 
this here matter over a bit. What can you have to complain 
on? 

Hm. Complain on, with a plague 1 Zounds! you dug ! 
how dare y^ kiss my daughter ? 



BUfB OETIU. 
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Janm, Pefti*, it be isueh prottj sport ^ 

Dem. Sport, you rascal! 

Jatrm. Why, now, don’t you think ’tis qitite in nature, 
as a faoiiy may say ? 

Dem. In nature! 

fames. Certainly, you nnwfr know, she and I be in love 
with one another, 

Dem. In love with one another I 

James, Yes, we be; and if things hadn’t fallen cait so 
crossly you, we should have told you so before. But 
you, d’ye see, being bothered abuut money, and I without a 
fn‘nny in niy pocket, we thought it best not to break our 
minds to you, till ] had made my fortune, S’bobs! if it was 
but once made, you shouldn’t be long pestered with duns, I 
can tell you. 

Dem. lla—a very pretty story indeed. But, to settle 
matters niothodicaUy Jemmy ! 

James. Yes. 

Dem. Do you see that door, Jemmy ? 

James, Why, what a dickens, you don’t think I be blind ? 

Dem, Look nl it well. Jemmy. 

James. What for? 

Dem, That you may never come in at it again, you damn’d 
rascal. 

James. What ? 

Dem From this moment, I bundle you out of the house; 
-ind woo betide you if ever you cross the threshold again * 

.fames. Wiiy, sure, you ben’t serious. 

Dem. Yes, sure, but I be, though, 

James. Pooh, pouli I I can’t go, mun. 

Dem, Can’t you f 

James. No, to be sure. Miss Annette and I have promised 
to meet one another every morning, before you be up, in 
tins very room, A pretty job, indeed, if I was to break my 
nord. Touch my honour, and you touch iny life! 

Dem. Get out of my house, or I'll kick you and your ho¬ 
nour to die devil. 

James. And be you really in earnest, then? 

Dem. Positively- 

•James Well then, if I must, I—Give me your bemd. 
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Htaven ble» you I good bye, my dear Master Demisou! 
good bye ♦ 

Dm. Aye, aye; your servant, your servant. 

Jame$. Speak a bit of comfial to poor Miss Annette. 

Dm. Well, well. ... 

James. Tell her I aliall always love her, till death do us 
part. 

Dem. Upon my soul, a very pretty commission to give to 
her fatlier. 

James. Heaven bless you. { Going.^ 

Dem. Oh, by the bye, stay; hold; first let mo pay you 
your wages. 

James. No, I thank ye; I want no wages, not I. 

iJww. No! why not't 

James. My heart be a breaking; and, if grief be to kill 
me, I had rather make you my heir nor another. You hr 
verj' welcome, I be sure I can ne'er live long, witlioul Miss 
Ann — without’—Heaven bless you. \Exitj i..h. 

Dem. Poor devil! I—pshaw ’ Damn it, Pm glad he’s gone, 
for f was beginning to grow' s<.ifi hearted, and make a fool 
f»f myself. But, to marry my girl to a beggar, just when I 
am ruined myself! If my wine merchant seizes my goods 
to-day, my credit’s gone, for ever. Hark 11 heat a carriage 
htop. Kh I here’s a guest coming up. Let me put a good 
i.ice on the matter, however. 

Enter Megrim, l H.n. 

Dem [ have the honour to be your most obedient, humble 
servant. 

.l/ey. ( Throwing himself into a chair.) What for? 

Jkm Because ’tis my duty, sir. 

Meg Duty* 

Dem. Yes; and I hope I never foiled in it yet, sir. May 
I make hold to ask if you wdsh for any thing ? 

Meg. You are plaguy curious. 

Dem. "Tis a question I ought to ask. 

Meg. Wli) ! 

Dens. I am landlord of the hotel here. 

Meg, Very like. 
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Dem, And if your lordship— 

Meg. I am not a lord. 

Dent. As you have the ah* of a man— 

Afe^. I am a man. 

Dem. I see you are: but 1 mean a man of fashion. 

Aleff. I am not a man of fashion. 

Dem. Then perhaps you are— 

J/ty. I am James Megrim» a man of honesty. 

Dem. Do you stay any time in this country ? 

3/try. F^or ever ! {^Emphatieatly.) 

Dem. F’or ever ! I am much obliijed to you for coming to 
niY hou-^e. W»*uld you choose to look at an apartment? 

J/ey. No;—I'm well enough here 

Dem. Here! Why this is the dining room; at three oVImik^ 
we shall have about some twenty come to the ordinary, 

3/ey. What is it now ? 

Dem Past ton. 

Aleg. Hum! I have more tlmn four hours good, then. 

Dem Yes; but at two they’ll be laying the cloth; and 
people coming in and but will disturb you. 

Aifey. No matter. 

Dem, Well, ’tis/mt right to tell you of it; and now you 
are to do as you hke. 

Afeg. I know it. 

Detn. At all events, HI go and give orders to reserve you 
a bed. 

Afeg. That’s useless. 

Dem. Why don’t you intend to take a bed here to-iught, 

Sir 

Aleg, I think not. 

Dem, 1 beg pardon; but I thought you said, just now, that 
you would stay here for ever, and meant to fmirfi your days 
in this towm. 

Meg. I do mean to finish n?y days in this town. 

Dem. Oh, then, you intend to lodge somewhere else, I sup¬ 
pose. Well! well! But, before you leave my house, be 
pleased to make trial of your entertainment. Js there any 
thing you would be pleased to have now, sir ? 

Meg. No; 

Dem. When you want any thing, you’ll find the bell on 
the table. 
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Meg. Oh. 

Dem. And «o I am your obedient, humble servant. 

‘ Meg. Pooh DamimUi An infernal fellow! 

his tong'ue clacks like a mitt I believe I was wrong not to 
kill myst'lf yestertfaky, in that <rther innj—I ahoiJd have 
done it more comfortably there Ilian hefe.‘-*-{/Wi^ff a pistol 
frmn hie pocketf and examtHes it,) —Hold, though;—let 
me reject a little:—I am here, in France; and ma> it not 
be supposed, by tl»e people here, that I destroyed myself in 
this country, because I have committed something which ha*: 
tnfide me afraid to stay in my own? Damn it, 1 must take 
care of that J ft is the pride of a true Englishman to be able 
to lay his hand upon his heart, and say, f defy our foreign, 
neighbours to charge me mth a dishonourable action.— 
After all, have I any roasoo to kill myself?—^Let me see; it 
is about tliirty years einc^ I have lien always rich, and 
always miserable. ! tried love; that made me uneasy, and 
jealousplay; that made me passionatewine; that 
made me drunk, and gave me the head^clie. Then 1 tra¬ 
velled over Europe; but still 1 was me^ocholy. Russia’s too 
cold; Italy’s too hot; Holland’s too dull; France is too gay. 
In short, 1 liave always been in the pursuit of pleasure, and 
have never been able to catcfi it. Always, day after day, the 
same tedious circle, of getting up, walking about, going to 
dinner, going to bed, atttl going to sleep, over, and over, 
and over again !—Pooh! life gets stale. J must, by way of 
iioveify, just kill myself, to enliven me. Rut, for the honour 
of my country, that it mayn’t be thought I died like a coward, 
I’ll wTite down ail my reflecticKi's. 1 was right not to kill 
myself yesterday, for 1 shouM have lost this lucky idea to¬ 
day.—^Landlord! 


Snter Dkmisou, l.h. 

/Jem, What do you want, my lord ? 

Meg. Pshaw! none of your Imds. 

Vem. Sir, then. 

Af^tf.,None of you sirs, neither. 

*'* y What am I to say then ? 

To say ? Why say, What do you want?” diort 
kiunt. 
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JOem. But nul polite. 

Meg. No matter. 

Dem. Oh, ju«t as you please.—What do you want? short 
and bhjnt! (Orv^g,) 

Meg. That’s iiik^ and pap^r. 

Vent. Here it is; but if you would but have stepped into 
another apartment, yUu would bare Tound a wnting table* 
and every thing proper. 

Meg. Teasing blockhead I— Ijandlord! 

i)em. Well ? 

Meg. 1 have a writing to draw up. 

Dew. A writing?—then i icao recommend you a good at* 
<ornt*y. 

Meg. An attorney a jWJtejttVw.)—Master landlord. 

i>e»i.Sir. 

Meg. Do me one favour:—get out. 

Dem. What, you wish lo be sdohe? 

Meg. I do. 

Dem. Oil, very w'eitt I doh’t mean to intrude; but as fni 
going outv on a little l^w buitiness of my own, 1 could tell my 
altoriMl^y to attti(nd you. 

Meg. What for ? 

Dem. To draw up your writing. 

Meg. I shall draw up my writings myself. 

Dem. Only, in these matters, all dtpen ls on good coun¬ 
sel ; and, in this town you tnfiy pick and choose. 

Meg. Aye, aye; "tis just the lift me thing. 

Dem. An attorney, ymi know', sir, in great practice, and 
a cheating one— 

Meg. ’Tis just the same 

Dem. Hum!—That’s what people think of attornies, f be¬ 
lieve, in most countries. Wefl, have it yoUr own way. Sir, 
I’m your humble servant. 

A/eg. Very well. 

De?n. The strangest man I over saw in my life! 

[Dantf L.H. 

Mtg. Damn this blockhead! ho plagues me beyond all 
endurance. Now, then, for writing. {^Sits (hten.) 



s 




' Enter JaKbs, uu. 

' I <* 

Jamer. Master Demlsoi} be just gone but. If I could, 
liow, but take a last leave ^ podr, dear, Mias Annette IMI 
‘ go and find her. Poor little heart! ^e'^11 cry her sweet 
pretty eyes out For my part, 1 be sure, I never shall besr 
\U For certain* 1 most die* {Aude. ) 

Meg. {O^f^hearing the last word.) Die! (Aside.) 

James. Yes, this be my last day. (Aside. ) 

Aikg. Is it? Egad, then, I shall have a companion. ‘Tis 
very lucky I didn’t kill myself yesterday. (Aside.) 

James. Well, I’ll go and— (Aside.) 

Meg. Hollo, my good frletid! be so kind as to stop a 
minute or two, will you ? 

James, What be I to.stop for? 

Meg. 1 sliuU hUve ;don& writing in an instant, and then 
w e can go togoUier. s 

James. Dang it! I do see no necessity for tliat. 

Meg. Necessity! no, but it will be more agreeable. 

James. Under favour,* now, ’twiU be more agreeable to I 
to go by myself. 

Meg. Will it?—what, have you no symptoms of fear, 
then?—no little sort of a tremor?—no kind of——eh? 

James. Fear of what ? 

Meg. Why, «»f the—the object you have in vu‘w. 

James. No, not I; 1 do love the object loo av el! to be 
Irlghtened. 

Meg. (Getting np, and taking James's hand ) Have 
y(ni really, then, my good friend—really—reasons for de¬ 
siring that object ? 

James. Have ] ?—Thousat^s!—busliels f 

Meg. So have 1, 

James. You! 

Meg. Y’^es, 

James, indeed • I didn’t know dbat. 

Meg. Then I’ll tell it you. I mean to finish the job, in 
less than half an hour. 

James. The devil you do! 

Meg^ Look ye. my friend; last night, I w’as within an ace 
oJ^&apUshing my wishes. 
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James. You was? 

Me^. Yes;—but J am glad now that 1 deferred it. 

James. So be I too I 

Meff. Certainly j for having both, as you say, tlie same 
object in view, why, we may erabwKse the object together 

James. Togethw I 

Metj. Aye; or I will first, to set you a good exampiu. 

James. Zounds, and the devil f I shall choak with rage! 

— ( Aside.) —tiarkye, me, Mr.-do you know the person 

>ou be talking so familiar about ? 

Meff. The person!—Oh, he means Death, I suppose.-— 
( Aside.) —No, not yet; but I shall very shortly. 

James. But Fd live you to know, that I do. 

Meg. You do know tlie person?. 

James. Ye.s;—been acquainted upwards of tliree montbs. 

Meg. A damned lying companion I shall have, by th« 
bye; to tell me he has been dead above a quarter of a y^r. 
—(Aside.)—Why, friend, ’tis impossible! 

James. That tnay bo; but it be very true. And I will emm 
tlie teeth of him down his throat, who dare to belie her; Ihr 
she be as honest a girl as ever trod upon the ground. ’ 

Jjfeg. A girl!—who ? 

James. Why, Annette, to be sure. 

Meg. A net I —what the devil do you mean by a net I 

James. Why the person you spoke so shamefully of, jnht 
now, 

Meg. Why, zounds, man, do you call Death a net, tlit u f 

James. Death! 

Meg. Y(‘s,—why, what was it you said just now, when 
you came in ^ 

James. Wliat did I say?—why,that if so be I lost my 
poor, dear Anneitc, I sliould make a die on't, outright. 

Meg. Why, then, you—^you are not determined, it seems, 
to kill yourself. 

James. To kill myself f-^Mercy on mo ’ what for ? 

Meg. Why, to put an end to your sufferings, to be sure. 

James. Pshaw, man • you be a laughing at me. It be 
only cowards that be afraid to face misfortunes. 

^ey. Cowards!—What, do ymi think, then, that the 
world would ta.x a man with cowardice, after his death, who 
has had the resolution to—-eh ? 
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James. Afterwards I*—Why* what eare f what people do 
say, when 1 he dead and gone* Puttritg the case* tb^ the 
world .ha^ been ttiy dnemy, why need I trouble my head 
about what niy enemy says of me, when | be no kioger able 
to hear him ? 

Mea. 1 did very wrong not to kill last nigbu 1 

ihoula have ewaped the mortification, of finding a clown 
wiser than myself this morning—What is it, 
tfien, makes you uneasy ? 

James. Because f be in love* 

Meg. Docs the girl yoi4 love, love you in return ? 

James. Hugely. 

Meg. You’re a happy fellow. 

James. I be a miserable dog 1 

.Msg. imponaible!—A man who loves, and is beloved— 

, James. Pooh, mun l-^there be something else wanting, 
besides'that, to make I happy. 

Meg. Aye?—and whatT-«what is wanting, my good fel¬ 
low, to make you happy ? ( Kindly.) 

James. VViiy, possession, to be sure. 

Meg, ^Vhy don’t yon take her, then ? 

James. Her father do trundle I out of doors, because I be 
poor. 

Meg. Ptior 1—And is that all ? 

Jn?)te\' All!—yes, and that be enough, I think. 

Meg. Huw much money would be enough to obtain the 
^irl? 

Jfuucs. Oh, it be a large sUui I"-*-! might as soon look to 
be inatio a king as loget it It might be two hundrctl loiiis- 
d’ors 

Meg. And that wotild make you happy i 

James. Happy!—I do verily think, ’twould make me 
jump out itf inv skin for joy. 

3leg. And your mislress happy too? 

James. Pshaw !-*-tliurc be a question!—How should 1 be 
so, if Annette was not happy too ? 

3hg. Slay a minute.—•( Pulling out his pocket-hook. )— 
I give you—stay—aje, here ihey art—make you a pre* 
of two hundred louis-d’ors. 

'' James. Wirnt! 
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Meg. They are grofxJ notes ^*^ny baakbg4iouse here M'ill 
discount them. ‘ 

Janm. Sir, *— 

Meg. What’s the matter % 

James. Heaven prosper you!—I be so—so over»glad,I 
—I—I don’t know, wltcther 1 should durow myself at your 
feet— 

Meg. Pshaw ! —that’s wrong. 

James. Or into youp arms. 

Meg. That’s right. ( Th^g embrace.) 

Jamss. I do owe you iny life. 

Meg. Pish!—that’s nothing. 

James. I do owe you my happiness. 

Meg. Aye, that’s every dung. 

James. WithocU you, 1 had lost Annette. 1 were going 
in des[>air. to enlist in die sea service. 

Meg. JndeiMl! 

James. Ves ;-~l would have my life boldly. 

]\feg. That's a line iad. 

James. And if I had faced the brave Englishmen— 

Meg, How, you dog!—the EngUdbmen ? 

James, Ivh I—Oh,-—What, you be one?—1 see—I see— 
] be ruined I Take back the money—it he* no longer mine, 
f Mippose, 

Meg. Uarkye, my good fellow:—Let a man, of any 
nalion undt^r tlie Min, attack the glu;y and liberty of Uhl 
Enghiiid, anil he is my enemy—let his distress call for my 
assistance, and lie becomes my countryman. Awuy, and 
make yourseif hiip|>.\. 

James. Heaven bless yon ! L.ll. 

Meg. I was ipiite right, not to kill mysidf yesterday ; I 
should have lost the pleasure to-day of doing a cluiritable 
action. 


Enler Ajnnette, r.h. 

Ann. Sure I hoard James’s voice I—I don’t see him here, 
neither. 

Meg Kl)!—I’hat’s a pretty bttle creature * What are 
you looking for, Alademoiselle ? 

Ann. Woiisicurl—Oh dear!—I beg pardon for intruding- 
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Me^, No, no, you don’t intjisde &i all. She’s yory pretty. 
, {Aside.) 

< Am, I beg'pardon, ind^^air, Ibr—•—Sir, your servant. 

Meff, Stay--stay a minute Come here, my dear. 

Ann. Sir! ,1 

• ■Meff. Why, yoti tremljle, child^t-y^ look flurried. 

Ann. So I am, sir. 

Meff. Aye!—-and for what t 
Ann. Oh, 1 nnist not tell that, .air. , 

Me^. Nay, nay, let me hear the-** 

Ann. Dear! my heart bodts, like any thing f 
Meg, Poor lilUe heart!—^ahd ifrhat is it makes it brat so ^ 
Ann. Ah, sir I 
Meg. Well? 

Ann. Indeed, sir, I am so sincere— 

Meg. Are you^^yhut’s an extraordinary thing in a 
woman, my dear. 

Ann. So sincere, sir, that I don't know how to disguise 
any thing in the worfd, 

Meg. Well, well—there^s no harm in that, child ; on the 
contrary, the quality is a good one. 

Ann, And so, sir, in coming here toi^ee, sir—to see— 
Meg. Well—out with it. 

Ann. To see him— 

Mey. Well, him — 

.•Inn Hull that 1 love, sir. ( Curi^tying.) 

Meg Zounds! .she loves me! (Asfde.) 

Inn 1 could not keep a command of myself, .sir—and .so 
—that’s all, sir. 

Mey. And is lliis true,child? 

Ann. Too true, sir,-^-'tis that makes me so unhappy. 

Mey. Why should it make you unhappy! 

Ann. Why ^—Only think of being in love, at my age, 
.sir' 

Meg. Pray, then, how' old are yoit, my dear? 

Ann. I shall be eighteen, sir, come next Friday foitmght. 
Ileg. That’s a very charming age, indeeil! 

Ann. And to love iidlhout hope, you know, sir | 

Mey. Nay, nay, child, I did not say that. Oh Janie.s 
Megnm, James Megrim ' who would have thought this, at 
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your time of life! hijw came you to fall in love, so 

iuddenly, my dear? 

Ann, La, air, sure it doejf not, take such a deal of time, to 
fall in love, Itie first si|fht of my James, did so set my heart 
a beating. 

Meff, Of James! 

Ann. Fm sure, sir, without James, I should never be able 
to live. 

Meff. Then you have heard the name ? 

Ann. Heard it!—Aye, sure, and from his own very 
mouth. ^ ' 

3/e^. Ua—she listened then, when I told my name to the 
landlord.—Poor soul! how deeply she is smitten!— (Asidi .) 
—And \^hat was it that struck you so forcibly, my dear'' 
Ann. Oh, every thing. > . • 

3fe^. Indeedi 

Ann. First, his figure, sir. 

Me^. You think it interesting, perhaps t 

Ann. Aye, that it is, indeed, sir. 

d/cy, i^Bowintj.) Very handsome, upon my word. 

Ann. O, very handsome, indeed, sir! then his eyes, do 
look so languishing! 

Meg, Nay, come, come—damn it, not so very languishing 
neither. 

*Jnn. O, indeed, but they do, though! 

Meg. How blind is a girl in love, at eighteen * for my 
part, I never saw any thing so particularly striking in luv 
eyes, now ! (. hide. ) 

Ann, And, then, his talk is so agreeable, and so pleasant. 
Meg* Oh, you are too good—you are, upon niy sou)! Oh ’ 
she’s over head and ears!—a plain case (A^-ide .) 

Ann. But, to be obliged to give him up, after all ’ 

Afeg. Give him up!—but why should you give him up? 
Ann. Ah, Jamet> ^—-you are going to leave me 
lo-day, perhaps, or to-morrow 1 Heigho' 

Afeg, Nay, nay, be composed, child. Dry >oiir tears; a 
man of honour tan never abuse the poww he has obtained 
over the heart of an innocent young creature. There are no 
obstacles in a case like tins, that may not be surmounted. 

Ann. Ah, sir!—there spoke the very .soul of him I love. 
Hut, sure enuugli, there is an obstacle, and a sad one, toe. 
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What is the obstacle ? 

Ann, Want of money. 

Me§r^ Pooh! a trifle. 

Am* And, then, my 

Meff, ril engage thai he shafl consent to the tmton. 

Ann. Dear !-*-<Jan it be? 

You are lovely, atniable, afwi have the lenderest 
heart I 'tis in my power to give ym happiness, and your 
James shall marry you. 

Ann. Shall he ! dear sir! .tMp f ^lall be bound to love 
you for ever and over. ", 

fliey. And will you? 

Aun. With all my heart and soul, 1 will 

Alsy, So much love’v<?ill not.be ill requited. Where sh.\il 
2 find your father 2 " ' . 

Ann. He is the landlord r»f ibis hotel, sir. 

J/ey. Wltai! the man whose tongue ui going from morn* 
ing to night? 

Ann. My poor father does love to talk a little, sir, ihafs a 
sure thing. 

Af«y. Well then, now ’tis niy turn to talk to him. I will 
make the proposal, pay down alt the money tiiat’s wanted, 
on the nail, and—» 

Ann. Hark!—I hoar my father coming——— 

JJey. Then Ictave me alone with him a little ! adieu ! my 
sweet girl adieu ’ 

Ann. Heaven bless you, sir! Ah, Janies! what happiness 
do! now prepare for yon. [£U?/f, r.h. 

fl/ey. Thank you, my angel, a thousand times thank you! 
—I was rjinte right not to kill mysell’ yesterday.—If 1 had 
i could never have been mariied to-day. 

DfiMisotJ, l..n. 


J)if?h. Kuuied. past redcrapiioti 1 that tartar of a wine 
merchant is cimiing directly to seize my goods.—IJow to 

prevent tlieir carrying oil', I- 

d/»y. (Siiiinff down } Hark ye, master landlord.—A 
.word with you, if you please. 

Dem. Your commands, sir ? 
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Me^. An eximordmaiy circumstance has happened in 
your house, you most know, 

Dem. (Aside.) Hal'-^then the bailifls are cdme, and 
are got here before me. 

; Meff, You did fiot expect, I believe, what i liaVe just 

earnt ? 

1 

: JDem* Ah, dear sir 1—there’s no mineing the matter. I 
hnew it all, but too well, before { went out. 

3/(?y. Did YjOU ?^'niea she has broke the business to her 
father already, it seems, (Ajtiele .) 

Dem. Tro beardly sorry—••heartily indeed, sir, for 

putting 3 ’ou to all the inconvenience, atid trouble, this un> 
hicky afiair must give yo», 

Aifey, Oh, it gives me no trouble at alt I—On the contrary, 
friend, 1 am gkd it lia.'i bappenerl—I am, upon my sou!! 

i>m. (Bo/rin^.) Upon my soul, sir, Tm very much 
obliged to you!—I can’t very well see, though, why my mis¬ 
fortune should make you so mighty happy. 

3%f- Misfortune 1—pooh ! ’lisno misfortune at all, friend* 
Dem, I beg your pardon, though; for I’m sure ’tis none 
of my fault. 

A%. Well, wdil, I jion’t believe it is. 

Dem., I am sure ! have done every thing in my power to 
avoid the disgrace. 

3fe^. Pshaw!—there^s d*'''iftace in the question ; no¬ 

body knows any thing about k, but your daughter, and L 
jDew. Aye— the more her folly for disclosing it. 
il%. Folly ! ’twas herdestiny—poor thing, she could not 
help it. 

Jjfem. Aye—and what will be the consequence ? 

A%, Why, what will be the consequence f 
Only my ruin—tbat^s all. 

MejSf^ No such thing,! tell you. 

Dem. A babbling bag^ge!—after 1 had begged and 
prayed her to be silent— 

Me^. Pixdi i pooh t—you are wrong. Y ou should let 
the poor dear girl follow her own inclinations. 

Dem. What, when the poor dear girl does a damn’d deal 
of mischief? 

Meg. I see noanischief, now, not I. 
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/)m. Tlie ‘deva you don’t l-r-Why, shall not I lose my 
credit? 

IkUff, bounds} IIow ? 

Dm. Mow ?-*Why, dun’t>.you, think my neighhoura 
'would talk of the ^rryin^ bir^ . 

iMify* Carrying offtx-'VpoBdbte friend, you don’t 
know me: my nature would never p^iit ktch a thing. 

Dem, What I—and will you have the goodness, sir, to— 

Meg. Yes, yes; to be wijlo,i willand J now ask your 
consent, to conclude the whole business directly. 

Dent. My dear sir!—this kch a kii^ness—I’m sure 1 
—I don’t know how to thank you—ind^d, I don’t;—but 
the money that I want, is— 

Meff, Oh, damn the money! I don’t mind that, ’Tis 
always my way to give, and never to take. 

Detn. You have made me the lapnie^man in the world. 
Odso I here’s the bailiff,come in the very pick, (Aside.) 

iBnrcr Bailiff, B,H. 

f 

There, friend—there’s the gentleman, that will settle with 
you* * 't(, *;v , . 

Meff. What does this fellow want. 

Dem. Me comes on the business we have been talking 
about. 

AJey. Oh, then he is a notary. 

Bailiff. A notary! 

£nfer Annette, r.u. 

Ann. {Apart to Afe^rim.) Have you spuko to ray father, 
sir ? 

A/ry. All soltlod :—he consents. {Aside to Ann.) 

Ann Dear, I'm so happy 1 

Meg. And (here’s the man. {i^inting to (he Bail^.) 

Ann. What man ? 

Meg. Tofmi.sli the business. 

r4nn. I don’t understand. 

,Dem, Now, sir, if you will have the goodness to settle— 

.jMey. Oh, with a!! my heart. 
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Bau H«re are the pajpei^f U^eo. 

Meg, {Taking Wiy, this is eot a coDUect. 

Bai, Ivo, His a bond. 

Meg. A bond! but we want a contract, 

Dem. A contract! wlmt» would ^ou have it dotie, die», 
in that mode ? 

Meg. Eh ? Why surely you would not have it done in 
nny other. 

Dtm. Oh, just ais you think proper; but I thought that my 
simple acknowledgment'-^-^ 

Meg. Well, welt, if yoiir daughter consents to it in that 
wa>, ’tis the same to Me. „ , 

Dem. Why, what does her consent signify ? 

Meg. A great de^. Do you think { would do any thing 
by force? ■ ■ '* 

Dem, Well, but sir, in paying-—- 
Meg, ( Wiih MignationS) In paying ? 

Bai. Aye, aye; the gentleman donH understand ; but 
thafa our method l^re.—But there— 7 —tl»ere’s the bill, and 
thereH the receipt. 

Meg. Receipt for what ? 

Bai. For the two hundred Louis d’urs. 

Meg. Why, what tlie plague ! am I to pay two hundred 
louis-a^ora for your daughter ? {To Dem. ) 

Dem. For my daughter ! Z««inds! no—His far me. 

Meg. For you ? ^ iu lu the devil ’ 

Dem. Why didn’t you say that—— 

Meg. To be sure 1 did say; I said that your daughttM- had 
fallen in love with me; that she would have mo, and tliut J 
was willing to take her. 

Ann. Dear! what, 1 ? 

Meg. Yes; you told me so, youiself. 

Ann. Mercy! ' 

Dem. Damn roe, if ever you told me a word of it. You 
said you would pay the two Jbundred louis-d’ors, that I uwed. 

^hg. Then this is not the notary after all, with the con¬ 
tract of marriage ? 

Dem. I understand nothing^about marriage, not 1. 

^feg. Why,I tell you that I’ll marry your daughter. 
Dem. You! 

Meg. Yes; and^ttie on her all I am worth. 
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Dent* My tjiedr sir} Why Utis is a luckier hit than the 
other \ I only asked for a sum, to prevent tlte sekure of my 
goods. 

Of your goods?- Oh* you shall have that in a mi¬ 
nute* How ^eh Iteve I to pay, friend ? 

. Bau Nothing at all, wr, you Hfe paid uje already. 

Meg* i paid you I 

Bai* Yes; you sent rao the money m hour ago; and Tna 
come to give you up the papmv. 

Meg* Why, damme, you’re mad, 

Bai* Mad! 

Meg* I never sent yon a farthing* 

Bat* i haverecelv^k, for all that, 
ihfm. And who brought it to you t ■ 

Bai* Y our waiter. 

Bern* My waiter! ^ 

Jnn. He !— .Dear, hOW glad I am ! 

Bui* Well, well--ihere are att the writings. Settle it 
among yourselv^;—have imsiness. Your servant, 

[iffariV, t.H 

Dm* W^hy, what’s the meaning of aii thk ? 

Meg. I don’t understand. 

Bern. Nor F. 

Am. Nor I. 


Enter JAMES, t.H. 

Ah ’ my good, kind friend! 

James. My dear Annetle 1 

Miy. Zounds 1 these two look nnglity languisliing at ono 
miothor 

Bern. Is it you, then, diat have done me this piece of ser¬ 
vice? {TeJmnee.) 

Jamas. Why, I had the good hick to give you a iielping 
hand, as a body may say» 

Bern. And where did you get* the money 1 

James. That kind gentleman there gave it to 
ing to iljf^yrwt.)—-I knowed no better use for it than get¬ 
ting you out of misfortune, 

Bern. My good fellow!—•I—I don’t know what return I 
can make you. 
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James, Ah! the return be in your power, if you pieede. 

{ P&intii^ Ut J«ne«e.) 

Mey, Oh ! the deyil i 

James. This kind gentleman did promise to speak a good 
word for me. 

Meg. What, is this she, then, that -« ? 

James, Aye, Sir. 

Meg, I Vi sorry for it, 

James. Be you ? 

Meg. You can't have her. 

James. No ! Why ? 

Meg. She’s in love with rae. 

Ann. I! 

.Meg . Y cs. Did not you teil me, that your heart beat tike 
any thing; and that you were in love t 

Ann. Yes, with him. (Fainting to James.) 

Meg. With him ? 

Ann. Aye, sure >-Wbo 4iould it be, but my own, poor 
James? • ^ 

3/eg. James!—Zounds! the same name !-*-I was wrong 
not to kill myself last night: S shonld not have made such 
an aai of myself to-day. 

James. Nay, then, I see how it be—{ must lose Annette, 
at last;—it be my duty, to give up to my benefactor. 
Heaven bless you, Annette; and may yuu be as haf)py as f 
be unfurtunate! ( Going, l. H.) 

Meg. Stay, stay, stay my friend !—I can’t find it in OiV 
licart to do a cruel action. Take her; —you shall not want a 
marriage portion ;—and, in giving happiness to tktiicrs, I 
begin to find the best method of securing my own. 

fames and Ann. Ah ! sir! 

Me//, No thanks;—1 rather owe them to you. 

A//. You! 

Meg. Indeed, 1 do, iny good friends. 1 have, hitherto, 
been sick of life, because I experienced nothing but its 
disgusts. You have now taught me to relish its pleasures. 
After searching far and wide, I at length, know where to 
tind them; and 1 now discover, that the greatest, and 
purest pleasure, a rich man can enjoy, is assisting his poorer 
rellt;iw creatures, and catching all opportunities of doing a 
^^nevoknt action. 
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HIGH LIFE BELOW STAIRS. 


What Sluikspeare lias pi’onoiincL>d to bo tlio true “ piirpow' 
of pl.'ijMn?/’ is, in somo resjxrts, well jierlormwl bv tins litllo 
drama, which, it usolhhicss were acce]>ted as a prtxT ol nit'- 
nt, would rank above iiiaiiy pieces of much hi^htr pieiensions 
as literary cuinpositions. Jii sayin;,^ this, ve mean not ti. in¬ 
sinuate that It will supersede tiie oceiipalion ol tin* prciichei, 
or render needless the exhortations of the inor.ih-t, [»y col¬ 
lect irij'any glarin^^ vicc.s, nor, indeed, do we, i^em rally, 
attath much credit to tlie declamations ol' Ihconsts upon the 
extreme utility of the theatre iti that |K)int of \iio\ 'i'lion^ii 
its amusements doubtless operate benetieiaily itj [lohslimL-. tlio 
taste and humanizitifj the ol'a peo[ili‘, we eaimot 

help beirsj^ a little .sceptical as to their thirct inilueiiu' upon 
tmr mofa/.\, eitlier profitably or permeion^lN 'I'licre lUi', 
however, few instruments so powerlui a.sa diamal'e peiioim- 
aiice for exposm;^ petty nm.'iances, or l.iuidimi,'' folly t'Uf ot 
I oiinteiiaiiee , and, this iaree ha.s probably openeil tlie evts 
cd'inany heedless speiidthrilts, yyho&e seryanis y\ere lieljiiui; 
them speedily alon^ the hif^liyyay to rum, hut yyhosc eais 
yyonlil have remained deaf to th(‘ voice ol soher admonition, 
'riieiiint upon y^hlch llu' })iece is founded, has been tiaci'd 
to No. 8S (»f the “ Spectator.” Dramatic i iiromclers assure 
us that its disclosures ol Knavery had the ellect ol inducing; 
the L^adiiij; iiobihtv and ij^entry to enter into an assoeiatum 
for suppre.s.sing the* insolence ol llieir domestics, yyliich had 
then arrived at an inlolerahle pitch. Tins, indeed, the au¬ 
thor asset Is, was yy hat he aimed at, and the fane vas util 
" adapted to ellect his pur[)ose. The .satire i» au]u^ln; 4 , il not 
very vi^^'orous; and the rajiaeitv of the menial tribe is placed 

A 2 " 
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in a lijjjht at ofiCe laughable and instructive. The great 
worltl too, if iidicwlo or reasoning were of any avail in that 
quarter, might prolit by seeing their absurdities and vices 
thus closely aped by thcr follo^vers, and be induced to oc¬ 
cupy their miiuls with nobler pursuits, when they behold the 
fashionable foibles of dunking, dicing, nching and duel¬ 
ling, indulged in witli as niuch spirit by their servants as 
by themselves 

When the pie<e\va.s first played, it was remarkably at- 
traeliv^e. Since that pt-rittd, the lutroiluction of a more ex¬ 
tra vagant st\le of (arce-wiiliiig has somewhat lessened the 
relish with wliiih it was originally listened to; since the 
taste thus fii'aU'd, scarcely diems tlio excellent situation at 
the close of the second act, a sutllcieiit atonement for the 
[laucity ol' incident in the first. It, however, has never (juile 
lost its place in the Prompter’s list, and <s still a favouiite 
of ll'e galleries. 'J'ho duiloguu is lively, without any ap- 
])roaeii to wit, and the characters are neatly sketchisJ and 
well contrasted, though tlieautlior seemstohavebeenguilly of 
an oveisight iii iliat ol Rohert, who deems it a point of honour 
never to (t>ff ain thing to the disadvantage ol servants, yet 
scruples net to uilbrm anonymously, that his domestics 

iijo a mere gang of llneves. 

By w'iiom tins piece was written, has never been deci- 
sivt'lv asei'i tamed , tlieautlior, like his awix Roheit^ being 
unwilling to beknoan. “ ivhereof it might have brought him 
into tremble ” Several persons have been suspected,among 
others, (hirrick, and the Kov. J. Towiiley ; but, its real pa¬ 
rentage still reinams u nivstery. A fragun nt of a drama, 
on a similar sui>|ecl, is printed m the “ Epistolary Corres¬ 
pondence id‘Steele,” IH>5); and a farce ujmn the same plan 
was written by i>. Iloadlev, previous to die finiduction of 
“ Mig'h Life Below KStaiis,” but was rejected byCarrick in 
favour ol the lall'-r, 

A’j, lor. 111 Ills iid voi., speaking of this piece, r-ays it was 
criginnlly ywTformed m 17()l, hut he i'? mistaken. It was 
first pi.iy ('d ill October, IT.jO, with the following cast; Duke s 
Scn'uu/, Palmer, *SVr Harry a IScrianl-, King; Lacvl-, 
O’Brien; Phthp^ Vdti'S; Frermau, Packer; luny-^ton, 
Moody; Ladi/ Huh's Afaid, JMrs. Ahington. Lady Char- 
*tes Mud', Mrs. Bennett; Mrs. Ciive. Theatrical 



i,' 08 sips say that the juke about Ben Jonson or KoUey 
Kibber^ having written Sliikspur, wliich is iibually spouted 
in the represeiilalioii, was introduced by Mrs. CJive, the 
original Bttfy. Tlie blunders of this chai actor form one of 
the surest siipjiorts of the piece; for, lapses oCgrammer and 
pronunciation, are alw'ays ellective on the singe. We dearly 
love to laugh at the ignorances of other jieople, it gives us 
so delightful a sense ol our own superiority. 

Sivme disapprobation was expressed on the first night, 
principally by those whose fraternity it satirised, but their 
opposition wusfpiickly overpow'crcd. In Milinbiirgh, it led 
to the relbrniiitiori of an abuse of long slaiidiiig, winch had 
lieeoine q'lile a national disgrace. The wagCvS gi\en to 
servants at that period, being veiy trilling, it was cuMoniary 
for them to improve fiieir finances. b> levying weighty con- 
inhuliKtisupon ilieinnasters'' visitors, under the denomination 
i»f vails. 1 he na onvenieiues ol thi.s practice, liad long been 
seiisibl.v felt, and several meetings ol gentlemen had been 
held, to take into consideration the propiietj ul abolishing 
it, **■ but tile eiieiimstance wIikIi liasieiM'd liie determiiuilion 
to check the insolence and rapacity of the patli-toloured 
gentry, was their behaviour in the gallery of tix^ Ldiuburgii 
Theatre, upon l!ie production ol this farce. 'Ilie alliiir is 
tints detailed in the “ Scot's Magazine," lui January, ]7tiU. 

“ 'I'here was a gre.it disturbance in the l''dinburgh Play¬ 
house, on Wedne:>(iav night, January HI I'he farce ul 
“ I/if/ft Life Below Stans had been aited on a Ibrmer 
evening, and had, it seems, given oileiice to the footmen. 
It was adverii^ed to he one part of the enicrtainmenls the 
night the di'tuibatice hap[iened ; lint, when it .should have 
begun, Mr. one ol the managei«, lead a letter which 

he had received, threatening both the ni'inageis and play¬ 
house, 111 case llial farce should be acted , and telling him 
that above .scveniy persons Ipl engaged tosaciillee lame, 


The cs.iiaplc \\,l^^etlJy the geialenien of -M'l'ideeji, v. hu, .it a 
UK cling held un the Jist Deeeuihei, 17^.9, e.une to the full*niu(’ icsu* 
hitiun-—‘‘ Tij.tt we Mill disioiuam, .so f.ir .is hes in oin powery the 
eii'-Mrn Mhi.ii .ii pii'sent imiveihully oht lin^ ot givii'^ v.iils or dunk* 
'ii)iie\ ; .1 piinine, nt>t only pernuions Id sen. oils, hut likewi&c 
diaiuclal, indcient, aii'l ih’f'trin.tive ul all hospitaluy ” 



hunoiir, and profit, to prevent it. The audience, howerer, 
ordered the farce to go on. Soon after it began, a great 
noise was heard from the Footmen's gallery. The gontlernt*n 
in tile pit, called to them to be silent; or that, otherwise, 
they should be turned out, and never permitted to enter the 
play-house again. The disturbance still continuing, the 
footmen were all turned out, and the managers were desired 
not to admit any footmen into the gallery for the future. 
Several more letters were, liowever, sent to tlie managers, 
and the company of Hunters, in the paper.s of January *23, 
advertised a reward ot twenty guineas for disco\ering the 
author or authors of them.” 

Associations for the abolition of vails, were immediately 
after entered into in every part of the kingdom , and the 
prompt suppression of the nuisance, may, therelorc, be 
placed in a mam degree to the civd c of “ Life Uttluw 


SCtmc of Jtfprfomtation. 


The time this piece takes in representation, is one hour 
and forty minoles. 
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LOVEL. 

First dress.—Slate-coloured coat, buflT kerseymere waist- 
coal and brcoclios.—Second dre.ss.—Countryman’s coat, flow 
cred waistcoat and leather breeches 

IKEEMAN. 

Blue coat, while waistcoat, and bufl'breeches 

TOM. 

Suit of livery 

DUKE'S SEIIVANT 
Light blue livery, trimmed wiili .silver lace 

SIK IIAllRY'S SERVANT 
Oreen bvery jacket, white'waistcoat and breecbe.s 

KINCSTON. 

White and orange livery. 

KITTY. 

Muslin dress and apron, trimmed with coloured riband. 
LADY CHARLOTTE. 

First dress.—Plain wliitc.—Second dress.—-Pink and sil¬ 
ver, with flowers. 

LADY BAB. 

First dross.—While.—Second dress.—Blue and silver, 
trimmed with scarlet. 
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Lovel - - - 

Mr. Decamp. 

Ml. .1. Russell. 
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Mr. Baker. 

Lord Duke - - 

Mr. Klliston 

Mr, Decamp. 

Sir Harry - - 
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Mr. Lacy. 

Philhp - - - 

Mr Carr. 

Mr. Hammond. 

Tom - - - * 

Mr. Cooke. 

Mr. Coveney. 

Coachman - - 

Mr. Ebswoi^. 

Mr. Ebsworth. 

Kingston - - 

Mr. Chatterley. 

Mr. C. Jones. 

Kitty - - - - 
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Miss Kelly. 

Mrs. Jonson. 

Charlotte 

Mrs. Alsop. 

Mrs. Garrick. 

Lady Bab - - 

Mrs. Org-er. 

Mrs. Jones. 

_ 

Mrs, Maddocks. 

Mrs. Kendall. 



HIGH LIFE BELOW STAIRS. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I .—An apartment in Freeman'^s house, 
filter Freemvk and Ei>vel, l.h. 

Free. \ country boy ’ lia, ha, ha ’ How long has this 
.Rchemc been in >oiir head ? 

Lot). Some time—I am now convinced of what you have 
often been hinting to me, that I am confoundedly clieated 
by my servants. 

Free. Oh • are you satisfied at last, Mr. Lovel ? I alwa}s 
told } ou, that there is not a worse set of servants in tlie 
paritsh of St. James's, than in your kitchen. 

Loi\ It is with some difficulty I believe it now, Mr. Free¬ 
man , though, I must own, my expenses often makemestare— 
Philip, ] am sure, is an honest fellow'; and I will .swear for 
iny blacks—If there is a rogue among my folks, it is that 
surly dog Tom. 

Free. You ore mistaken in every one. Philip is an 
hypocritical rascal; Tom has a good deal of surly honesty 
about him: and for your blacks, they are as bad as your 
whites. * 

Lor. Pray tell me; is not your Robert acquainted with 
my people ? Perhaps he may give a little light into the 
thing. 

Free. To tell y'oii the truth, Mr. Lovel, your*servants are 

abandoned, that I have forbid him your house—however, 
if you have a mind to ask him any question, he shall be 
forthcoming. 

B 
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Lov, Lot us have him. 

Free, You shall; but it is an hundred to one if you get 
any thing out of him; for, though he is a very honest fellow, 
y6t ho is so much of a servant, that hcMI never tell any thing 
to tile disadvantage of another— 

Enter Servant, l.h. 

Send Robert to me— [Ej'it Servant, —But what was it 

•h termined you upon this project at last ? 

liOr. Tiiis letter. It is an anonymous one, and so ought 
iKrt to be regarded ; but it has sometliing honest in it, and 
put me upon satisfying my curiosity.—Rend it. 

( Gtres the tetter,) 

Flee. I should know something of this hand— (Rtmie .)— 

» 

To Peregrine LoveU Esq ,— 

Please your honmn, I take the liberty to acquaint your 
honour, that i/nu ate sadly cheatedby your servants ,— Your 
honour w til find if as I my .—/ am not willtny to be known, 
tiheteof, tf lam, it may briny one into trouble. 

So no more, from your honour s 

Servant to command. 

Odd and honest! Well—and now what are the steps yon 
intend to take ? { Refu?ns the letter.) 

Lov. My plan is ihis—I gave it out, that I wns going to 
my borough in Dcvtmshire, and yesterday set out with niy 
s^ ivani in gieai form, and lay at Basingstoke— 

Frei Well? 

Lor. ! ordered the fellow to make the best of his way 
down into ilie eouniry, and told him that I w'ould follow him ; 
instead of that, I turj^d back, and am just come to town • 
hWe siymnn / # (Points to his boots.) 

Ft re. Bow wil%ou get in? 

Lov. When I am properly habited, you shall get me in- 
t"CMhiced to Pliilip as one of your ienanrs sons, who wants to 
be made a good servant of. 

Free. They will certainly discover yOu. , 

Lov. Never fear; I will be so countrified, that you shall 
not know me.—As they are thoroughly persuaded 1 am many 
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nules off, thejf’ll be more easily imposed on. Ten to one but 
they bejjin to celebrate niy departuie with a drinking bout, 
if they arc what you describe them—but you must contrive 
some way or other to get me introduced to Philip, as one of 
your cottager’s boys, out of Essex. 

Free, lla, ha, ha ! you’ll make a fine ligure. 

Lav. riiey shall make a fine figure.—It must be done this 
afternoon: walk with me across the park, and I’ll tell you 
the whole—My name shall be Jemmy—And I am come to 
be a g<‘ntleman’s servant—and will do my best, and hope to 
yet a good tarackter. {^Mimieking.^ 

Free. But what will you do if you find them rascals? 

Lor. Discover myself, and blow them ail to the devil.— 
Come along— 

Free. Bravo ! [Exeuntf l.h. 


SCENE II.— nc Park. 

Enter Dukl’s Servant, r.h.ue. 

Duke. What wretches are ordinary servants that go on 
in the same vulgar track every day ! Ealing, working, and 
sleeping '—But we, who have the honour t(» serve the 
nobility, arc of another .species. We are above the common 
forms, have .servants to wait upon us, and are as lazy and 
luxurious as our masters.—Ha !—My dear Sir Harry.— 

Enter Sm Harry’s Servant, l.h. 

AV/* Jf. IIow have yon done the.se thousand years ? 

JSir H. My Lord Duke!—^your grdce’.s most obedient 
servant. 

Duke. Well,baronet,and where have you been? 

Sir //. At Newmarket, my lord—We have liad devilisli 
fine spoil. 

Duke. And a good appearance, I hear—plague lake it, I 
should have been there ; but our old lady died, and wo were 
obUged to keep house, for the decency ol the thing. 

Sir IL 1 picked up fifteen pieces. 

Duke. Psha ! a U'ille ! 

B 2 
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Sir H, The viscount’s people have been damnably taken 
in this meeting. 

Dvh. Credit me, baronet, they know nothing of t!»e 
turf. 

Sir II. 1 assure yon, my lord, they lust every match ; for 
Crab was beat hollow. Careless threw his rider, and Miss 
Slammerkin had the distemper. 

Duke. Ila, ha, lia ! I'm glad on't.—Taste this snufi. Sir 
Harry. ( (^ers hia bojc ) 

Sir 11. ’Tis good rappee. 

Duke, Right Strasburgh, r assure y;ou, and of my own 
importing. 

Sir II. Aye ’ 

Duke. The cit)^ people adulterate it so confonndedl,>, 
that I always import my own snuff*—I wish my lord would 
do the same ; but he i.s so indolent.—'^Vhen did yon see the 
girls ? I saw Lady Bab this morning; but, 'Core gad, wliether 
It be love or reading, she looked as pale as a penitent 

Sir II. 1 have just had this card from Lovei’s people.— 

{^Reads ) 

I^iNp and Mns, Killy., present their complimenls to Sti 
Horry, and desire the honour of his company this ereniny, 
to be of a .smart party, and eat a bit of supper, 

Duke. I liave the same invitation—their master, it seem'*, 
1 ' gone to his borough. 

Sir H. You’ll be with us, my lord ?—Philip's a blood — 

Duke. A buck of the lirst head I'll tell you a .secret,— 
he’s going to be married 

Sir II. To whom 

Duke To Kilty. 

Sir II No» 

Duke. Yes he is; and I intend to cuckold him. 

Sir H. Tiien we may depend upon your grace for certain 
1 la, ha, ba ! 

Duke. If our house breaks up in a tolerable tune, I’ll be 
With you—Have you any thing for us ? 

Sir II. Y es, a little bit of poetry—I must be at the coetja- 
tree myself, till eight. 

Duke. Heigh ho!—1 am quite out of spirits—I had a 
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damned debauch last night, baronet.—Lord Francis, Bob the 
bishop, and ], tipt off‘ four bottles of Burgundy a-piece— 
lla ! tliere are two fine girls coming 1 F'aith—Lady Bab— 
aye, and Lady Charlotte. ( Takes out his glass ) 

Sir II. \Ve'll not join them. 

Duke. Oh, 3 "es—Bab is a fine wench, notwithstanding her 
t ()ni|dexi()n; though I should be glad she would keep her 
teelli cleaner. Your English women are damned negligent 
about their teeth —How is your Charlotte in that particular? 

Str H. Charlotte ! 

Duke Aye, the world says you are to have her. 

*SV II. i own 1 did keep her company; but we are ofi, 
my lord. 

Duke, How so ! 

Si/’ II. Between y on and me, she has a plaguy tfiick pair 
of legs. 

Duke. Oh. damn it—that’s insufii‘rable. 

Sir II. Besides, she's a fool, and missed her opportunity 
with the idd countess. 

Duke. 1 am afraid, baronet, you love money.—Rot it, i 
never save a shilling—indeed, I am .sure of a place iii the 
excise.—Lady Charlotte is to be of the party to-night; how 
do you manage that? 

Sir II. Why, we do meet at a third place, are very civil, 
and look queer, and laugh, and abuse one another, and all 
that. 

Duke. A-la-inode, ha!—Here they are. 

Sir II. Let us retire. ( They retire^ l.h.u.e. ) 


Eater Lady B\b’s Maid, and Lvov Charlotte's Maid, 

L.H. 

Lady B. Oh ! fie ! Lady Charlotte, you are quite indeli¬ 
cate ’ 1 am sorry for youf taste! 

Lady C. Well, I say it again, I love Foxhalh 
Lady O my stars * Why there is nobody there but 
filthy citizens. 

Lady C. We were in hopes the raising the price would 
Have kept them out, ha, ha, ha! 

Lady B. Ha, ha, ha ?—Runelow for iny money, 

b3 
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Lady C. Now you talk of Runelowt ^^hell did you seethe 
colonel, Lady Bab? 

Lady B. The colonel! I hate the fellow.—He had the 
asstiraiice to talk of a creature in GloucCvStershire before my 
face. 

Lady C. He is a pretty man for all that—soldiers, you 
know, have their mistresses every where. 

Lady B.* I despise him—how goes on your affair with the 
baronet ? 

Lady C. The baronet is a stupid wretch, and I shall have 
nothing to say to him.—You are to be at Lovel’s t«)-night, 
Lady Bab? 

Lady B Unless I alter my mind —1 don’t admire visiting 
these commoners, Lady Charlotte. 

Lady C, Oh, but Mrs, Kitty has taste. 

Lady B. She affects it. 

lady C. The Duke is fond of her, and he has judgment. 

Lady B. The Duke might shew his judgment nmcli better. 

{jHoldiny up her head.) 

Lady C. There bo is, and the baronet too—Take no no¬ 
tice of them—wo’ll rally them by-and-bye. 

Lady B. Dull souls! Let us set up a loud laugh, and 
leave ’em. 

Lady C. Ay;—let us be gone; for JLhe common people 
do 80 stare at us—we shall certainly be mobbed. 

Both. Ila, ha, ha—Ila, ha, ha! [Exeuntf r.h. 

Enter Duke’s Servant, and Sir Harry's Servant, l.h.u.e, 

Duke. They certainly saw us, and are gone off laughing 
at us—I must follow— 

Sir H. No, no. 

Duke. I must—I must have a party of raillery with them, 
a bon mot or so. Sir Harry, you’ll excuse me.—Adieu, I’ll 
be with y 6 u in the evening, if ^ssibte; though, hark ye I 
there is a bill depending in our house, wiiich the ministry 
make a point of our attending; and so you know, mum ; 
we must mind the stops of the great fiddle.—Adieu. 

[fj'/LR.II. 

Sir H. What a coxcomb this is! and the fellow can’t 
read. It was but the other day that he was cow-boy in the 
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country, then was bound ’prentice to a periwig-maker, guf 
into my Lord Duke's family, and now sets up for a fine gen- 
ileinan. 0 Tempora, 0 Mores ’ 

Reenter Duke’s Servant, r.m. 

Duke. Sir Harry, prithee what arc wo to do at Loyel s 
when we come there ? 

Sir 11. \Ve shall have the fiddles, I suppose. 

Duke. Tlie fiddles ' I have done with dancing ever since 
the last fit of the gout. I’ll tell you what, my dear boy, I 
positively cannot be with them, unless w’c have a little— 

{^^fakcs a motion as if with the dice-bvj:.) 

Sir II. Fie, niy Lord Duke. 

Duke. Jjook ye, baronet, f insist on it—Who the devil of 
any fashion can possibly spend an evening w'ithout it ? But 
1 shall lose tlie girls.—How grave you look, ha, ha, ha ’— 
Well, Id there be fiddles. 

Sir II. But, my dear lord, I shall be rjuite miserable 
w'ithout you. 

Duke. Well, I wont be particular. I’ll do as the rest do.— 
Tol, lol, lol. [Ejcit singintjand dancing, R.U. 

Sir II. He liad the assurance, last winter, to court a 
tradesman’s daughter in the city, with two thousand pounds 
to her foi tune,—and got me to write his love-letters. He 
pretended to be an ensign in a marching regiment; so 
wheedled the old folks into consent, and would have carried 
the girl olf, but was unluckily prevented by tlie washerwoman, 
M ho happened to be his first cousin. 

Enter Philip, l.ii, 

Mr. Philip, your servant. ^ 

lU. You are welcome to England, Sir Harry, I hope 
you received the card, and will do us the honour of your 
company.—My master is gone into Devonshire—we’ll have 
a roaring niglil. 

^Sir II. I’ll certainly wait on you. 

Phil. The girls will be with us. 
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Sir H. Is this a wedding-supper, Philip ? 

V%iL What do you mean, Sir Harry ? 

Sir IL The Duke tells me so. 

Phil. The Duke’s a fool. 

Sir H. Take care what you say; his grace is a bruiser. 

Phd. I am a pupil of the same academy, and not afraid 
of him, I assure you : Sir Harry, we’ll have a noble batch— 
J have such wine for you ! 

Sir H. I am your man, Phil. 

Phil. Egad, the cellar shall bleed: I have some Burgundy 
that is fit for an emperor—my master would have given his 
ears for some of it t’other day, to treat my Lord What d’ye 
call-liim with ; but I told him it was all gone; ha! charity 
begins at home, ha!—Odso, here is Mr. Freeman, my 
master’s intimate friend: he’s a dry one.—Don’t let us be 
seen together—he’ll suspect somethinp, 

Sir H. 1 am gone. 

Phil. Away, away,—-remember—burgundy is the word. 

Sir H. Right—long corks 1 ha, Phil!— {^Mimicks the 
drawing of a cork.) —Your’s. [Exitf R.h. 

/%«7. Now for a cast of my office—A starch phiz, a 
canting phrase, and as many lies as necessary.—Hem ! 


Enter Freeman, l.ii. 

Free. Oh ! Philip—how do you do, Philip?—You have 
lost your master, I find. 

Phil. It IS a loss indeed, sir.—So good a gentleman !— 
He must be nearly got into Devonshire by tins time.—Sir, 
your .servant. {Going,) 

Free, Why in such a hurry, Philip? 

I shall leave the house as little as possible, now 
his honour is away. 

Free. You are in the right, Philip. 

/%t/. Servants at such times are too apt to be negligent 
and extravagant, sir. 

Free. True; the master’s absence is the time to try a good 
servant in. 

Phil, It is so, sir; sir, your servant. ( Going.) 
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Fioe. Oh ! Mr. Philip—pray slay—^you must do me a 
piece of service 

Phii. You command me, sir— {^liows.') 

Free. I look upon you, Philip, as one of the best behaved, 
most sensible, completest— bows.) —rascals in {lit-* 
world. Aside.) 

PUil, Your honour is pleased to compliment. 

Free There is a tenant of mine in Kssev, a very honest 
man—poor fellow, he has a great number of children; and 
thev have sent me one of ’em; a tall, gawky boy, to make .i 
sijrvaiit of; but my tolks say, they can do nothing with him 

Phil. Let me have him, sir. 

Free in truth,'he is an unlick'd cub. 

Phil. I will lick him into something, I warrant j'ou, sir— 
Now my master is absent, I shall have a good deal of time 
upon my hands; and 1 hate to be idle, sir; in two months 
ni engage to finisii him. 

Ftee. 1 don’t doubt it. (^Astde.) 

Phil. Sir, I have twenty pupils in the parish of Si. 
James's; and fora table, or a side-board, or behind an 
e<piipage, or m the delivery of a message, or any thing— 

Free. VVliat have you for entrance ? 

Phil. [ always leave it to gentlemen’s generosity. 

I'rve Here is a guinea—1 beg he may be taken care ef. 

Phil. That lie .shall, I promise you.— {^Aside .)—Vonr 
honour knows me. 

Fiee Thoroughly. (Aside ) 

P/iil When can f see him, sir'^ 

Free. Now, directly—cull at mj house and lake him in 
your hand. 

Phil. Sir, f will be with you m a minute—1 will but step 
into the market to let the tradesmen know tiiey must n.)» 
trust any of our servants, now they arc at board-wages.— 
Humph • ^ 

Free. How happy is Mr. Level in so c.vcellent a servam. 

[ Fj ^ d , L.u. 

Phil. Ha,lia, ha! Thi.s is one of my ma.ster’s prudeo! 
friends, who dines with liim three tunes a-week, and thinks 
he is might> generous in giving me live guineas at Christma.s 
—Damn s^ll sueh sneaking scoundrels, 1 say. [Furit, i .n. 
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SCENE III.— The Servant's Hall in LovePs house. 

Kingston and Coachman, drunk and sleepyt discovered ,— 

Knocking at the door. 

King. Somebody knocks.—Coachy, go—go to the door, 
coachy. 

Coach, ril not go—do you go—^j'ou black dog. 

King, Devil shall fetch me, if I go. {^Knocking ) 

Coach, Why then let ’em stay:—I’ll not go—damme— 
aye, knock the door down, and let youi^elf in. 

(^Knocking .) 

King. Ay, ay ; knock again—knock again. 

Coach. Master is gone into Devonshire—so he can’t be 
there—so I’ll go to sleep. 

King. So will 1—I’ll go to sleep too. 

Coach. You lye, devil—you shall not go to sleep till I am 
asleep.—I am king of the kitchen. 

King. No, you are not king: but when you are drunk, 
you are .sulky as a hell.—Here is cooky coming—she is king 
and queen too. 


Enter Cook, r.h. 

Cook. Somebody has knock'd at the door twenty times, 
and nobody hears—why, coachman—Kingston—ye drunken 
bears, why don’t one of you go to the door ? 

Coach. You go, cook; you go. 

Cook Hang me, if I go. 

King. Yes, yes, cooky, go ; Mollsy, Pollsy, go. 

Cook. Out, you black toad—it is none of my business, 
and I will not. (JSits down.) 

Enter Philip, loith Lot disguised, l.h. 

Phil. I might have staid at the door all night, as the little 
man in the play says, if f had not had the key of the dour 
in my pocket.—What is come to you all ? 

Cook. There is John Coachman, and Kingston, as drunk 
aijr.iwo bears. 
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/%*/. Ah, ha ! my lads, what, finished already ? These* 
are the very best of servants.—Poor fellows, I suppose the_\ 
have been drinking their master’s good journey.— 
ha, ha ! 

Lov, No doubt on’t. () 

Phil. Yo ho I get to bed, you dogs, and sleep yourselves 
sober, that you may be able to get drunk again by-and-b) t* 
—They are as fast a.s a church.—Jemmy ! 

Lov. Anon? 

Phil. Do you luve drinking ^ 

Lor. Y e.s,—I loves ale. 

Phil. You dog, you shall swim in Burgundy. 

ZiOt?. Burgundy ! what’s that? 

Phil. Cook, wake those honest gentlemen, and send them 
to bed. 

Cook. It is impo.SMbtc to wake them. 

Lov. 1 think I could wake'em, .sir, if I might—Ileh— 
Phil. Do, Jemm 3 % wake ’em, Jemmy.—Ha, ha, ha’ 

Lov. IJjp,—IMr. Coachman ! 

{^Gives him a slap on thvface ) 
Coach. Oh’ oil’ What? zounds! Oh!—damn you '— 
Lov. What, blackey ! blackey ! 

( Pulh him hy Ihe nvxe ) 
King. Oh ! oh !—What now ’ curse you ’ oli!—Cot lain 
you. 

Lov. lla, lia, ha ' 

Phil, lla, ha, ha !—Weil done, Jemmy.—Cook, .set 
those gentry to beii. 

Cook. iMarry come up, I say so too ; not 1 indeed. 

Coach. Slie sha’n't see us to bed —We’ll see ourselves 
to bod. 

King. Wc got drunk together, and we'll go to bed 
Iogelhor. [ Pj euntf reciing, r .h. 

Phil. You see how we Ijve, boy. 

Lov. Yt's, 1 sees how you live. 

Phil. Lot tho supper be elegant, C’tnik. 

Cook. Who [lays for it ? 

Phil. iMy master, to be .suie: wdio else, ha, ha, ha ’ Ho 
i.s rich^cnough, i liope, ha, ha, ha ’ 

Lov. Ilumpli.' i^.hiJe.) 
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Phil. Each of us must take a part, and sink it in our next 
weekly bills; that is the way. 

Lov. Soh' (Aside.) 

Cook. Pry thcc Philip, what boy is this ? 

Phil. A boy of Freeman’s recommending. 

Lov. Yes, I’m ’Squire Freeman’s boy,—lleh— 

Cook Freeman is a stingy hound, and you may tell him 
I say so. He dines here three limes a week, and 1 never 
saw the colour ofliis money yet. 

Lov. Ha, ha, ha ! That is good.—Freeman shall have it. 

(Aside.) 

Cook. I must step to the tallow-chandler’s, to dispose ol 
some of my perquisites; and then I’ll set about supper. 

Phil. Well said, cook, that is right, the perquisite is the 
thing, cook. 

Cook. Clue, Cloe, where are you Cloe. (Calls.) 

Enlei Cloe, r.h. 

Che. Y e.s, mistress. 

Cook. Take that box and follow me. [AV/V, L,n. 

Cloe. Yes, im.stress!—( Takes the box.) —Who is this 'f — 
(SeeiHf/ Lovel.) —Hee, hee, hee.—Oh—this is pretty boy— 
Hec, hee, lice ’—Oh—this is pretty red hair.—lice, heo, 
hee •—You shall be in love with me by-and-bye.—Hee, 
hee. [ Exit, L.ri. chucking Lovel under the chin. 

Lor. A very ]>reuy amour.— (Aside.) —Oh, la • wliat a 
fine room is this—is this the dining room, pray sir ? 

Phil. i\u, our drinking room. 

Lov. I/i! lal what a fine ladv here is. This is madam, 
I suppose. 


Enter Kitty, r.h. 

Phil. Where have }ou been, Kilty? 

Kit. I have been disposing of some of his honour's 
shirt'., and other linen, which it is a shame his honour should 
wear any longer.—Mother Barter is above, and waits to 
know if YOU hiiveanv commands for her. 

• V ■«« 

Phil. 1 shall dispose of my wardrobe to-morrow. 
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*A7/. Who have we here ? {Level bowft.) 

Phil. A b(ty of Freeman’s, a poor silly fool. 

Lor. Thajik you. {Aside.) 

Phil, 1 intend tlie entertainment this evening as a compli- 
merit to you, Kitty. 

Kit. I am your humble, Mr. Philip, 

Phfl. But I beg I may see none f»f your airs, or hear any 
of your Ftencli gibberish with the Duke. 

Kit. Diin’t be jealous, {Fawnintfltf.) 

Phil. J intenJ, before our marnagf*, to settle something 
handsome upon you, and with the five hundred pounds which 
I have already saved in this extravagant fellow's family— 

Lur. A dog I— (Aside.) —O la, la, wliat, have you got 
five hundred pounds? 

Ph/l. Peace, blockhead. 

/iff. ril tell you what you shall do, Phil. 

Phil. Aye, ivhat shall 1 do ? 

Kft. You shall set up a choooliile-house, my dear. 

Phil. A’es, and be cuckolded— {Apart ) 

Kfl You know my education was a very genteel «»ne— 

I was a half-boarder at Chelsea, and i speak FrenVli like a 
native— Comment vous porter roiis, mounsieur. 

{ Awkward!u .) 

Phil Ps!ia» Psha!— 

lilt. One IS nothing without French—1 shall shine in the 
bar.—Do you speak French, boy ’ 

Ijow Anon. 

lift. Anon—O the fool ! ha, ha, ha!—Come here, do, 
and let me mould you a little—you must be a good boy, 
and wait upon the gentlefolks lo-night. 

{She ties and powders his hair.) 

Lor. A’^es, an't please you. I’ll do my best. 

Kft. His best! O llie natural * This is a strange head of 
laiir of thine, boy—it is so coarse, and socarrotty. 

Aor. Allmy brothers and sisters be red in the pole. 

JVtfl. and Kit. Ha, ha, ha * {Loud laugh.) 

Kit. Thert‘—now you are something like:—come, Philip, 
give the boy a lesson, and then I'll lecture him out of the 
.Servants’ Guide. 

Come,..sir—first, Imld uj> your head—very well— 
turn out your toes, sir—very well—now call coach! 
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Lov. What U call coach ? 

Phil, Thus, sir; coach, coach, coach! {Loud) 

Lov, Coach, coach, coach ! {Imitating.) 

Phil. Acltnirable ! the knave has a good ear.—Now, wr, 
tell me a he. 

L:w. O la! 1 never told a he, in all niy life. 

Phil. Tiien it is high time you should begin now ; what 
is a seivant good for that can't tell a lie? 

Kit. And stand in il.—Now I'il lecture Intn—( Takes out 
a. hook.') —Tliis IS “■ The Servant’s (iiiide to Wealth,’’ by 
Timotliy Shuiilderknot, formerly servant to several noble- 
inetK and now an officer in the customs; necessary for all 
servants. 

Phil. Mind, air, what excellent rules the book contains— 
and remember them well—Come, Kilty, begin— 

Kit. ( Reads.)—Advice to the Poo*man. 

Let it for ever be your plan 
To be the master^ not the man, 
hid do as little ns you can. 

Lov. lie, he, he I—Yes, I’ll do nothing at all—notJ. 

KU. ( To the Coachman.) 

If your good master on you doats, 

\e'er leave his house to serve a stranger. 

Bat pocket hay, and straw, and oafs. 

And let the horses eat the manger. 

Lov. Kat the manger—lie, he, he ' 

Kit. ! wont give you too much at a time.—Here, boy, 
take tK^ book, and read it every night and morning, before 
^ du siy your prayers. 

Phil. Ha, ha, ha !—very good, but now for business. 

Kit. Right—I'll go and get one of the damask table 
rlotlis, and some napkins; and l e sure, Phil, your side¬ 
board IS very smart. \ Ejcit, r.h. 

Phil. That It shall. —Come, Jemmy. r.h. 

Lor. Soli!—Soh !—It works well. k.h. 


END OF ACT I. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE 1.— The Servants^ Hall, with the supper and side¬ 
board set out. 

Philip, Kitty, and Lovkl, discovered. 

Kit. Well, Phil, what think you? Don’t we look very 
smart ?—Now let ’em come as soon as they will, we shall be 
ready for ’em. 

Phil, 'Tis all very well; but— 

Kit. But what ? 

Phii. Why, I wish we could get that snarling cur, Tom, 
to make one. 

Kil. What IS the matter with him? 

Phil. 1 don't know—he is a queer son of a— 

Kil. Oh, 1 know him ; he i.s one of your sneaking half- 
bred fellows, that prefers his master’s interest to Ins uviii. 
Phil, Here he is. 


Enter Tom, l ii. 

And why wont you make one to-night, Tom ?—Here’s Cook 
and Cijachman, and all of us. 

Tom. I tell you again, I will not make one. 

Phil. We shall have something that's good. 

Tom. And make your master pay lor it. 

I^il. I warrant, now, you think yourself mighty honest— 
11 a, ha, ha! 

Tom. A little honester than you, I hope, and not brag 
neither. 

Kit. Hark’eyou, Mr. Honesty, donl be saucy. 

Tom. What, madam, ^ou are afraid for your cully are 
>ou ? 

Kit. Cully, sirrah, cully ! Afraid, sirrah ! afraid of what' 

i^Goes up to Tom.) 

/%i7. Aye, sir, afraid of what * 

** ( Goes vp on the other side.) 

Lov. Aye, sir, afraid of what? {Goes vp to Tom.) 
Tom. I value none of you—1 know your tricks. 

f T . * . .iL < t . i it . * 
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What do you know, sirrah? 

Kit, Aye, what do you know ? 

Lou. Aye, sir, what do j'ou know ? 

Tom. I know that you two are in fee with every trades¬ 
man bolonijing: to the house. And that you, Mr. Clodpolo, 
are in a fair way to be hanged. (^JStrikes Lovel.) 

Phil. What d(> you strike the boy for? 

Lov. It Ks an honest blow. {Aside.) 

Tom. ril strike him ogam.—'Tis such as you that bring 
a scandal upon us all. 

/\ft. Come, none of your impudence, Tom. 

Toni. Egad, madam, the gentry may well complain, when 
they get such servants as you in their houses.—There’s your 
good friend, M«>tlier Barter, the old clothes woman, the 
greatest thief in town, just now gone out with her apron full 
of his honour's linen. 

/ut. Well, sir, and did you never—ha? 

Tom. No, never ; I have lived with his honour four years, 
and never took the value of that— {Snapping his fingers.) 
—Ills honour is a prince, gives noble wages, and keeps 
noble company, and yet you two are not contented, but 
cheat hmi wliorcver ou can lay your fingers.—Shame on 
you ' 

Lou. The fellow I thought a rogue, is the only honest 
servant in my house. {Aside.) 

Ktt. Out, you mealy-mouthed cur. 

Phif. Well, go tell his honour, do—Ha, ha, ha • 

Tom. I scorn that—damn an informer !—but yet, I hope 
Ins honour will find you tw'o out, one day or other—that’s 
ail. L. n 

Kif. This fellow must be taken care of. 

Phif. ril do his business for him, when his honour comes 
ta town. 

Lou. You lie, you scoundrel; you will not.— {Aside .)— 
O la * here is a fine gentleman. 

Enter Duke's Servant, l.h. 

f 

Duke. Ah! ma chere Mademseifle / Comment vous 
portes vons i {Stduto ) 

Kit. Fortbienf je vons remercier., monsieur. 

Now we shall have nonsense by wholesale. 
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How do you do, Philip ? 

/%</. Your Grace’s humble servant. 

Duke. But niy dear Kitty— ( Talk apart .) 

Pkil. Jemmv * 

Lor, Anon ? 

Ptnl. Come along with me, and I will make you free ui 
ihe cellar 

Lor. Yes, I will, but wont you ask he to drink ^ H 

Phtl. No, no; he will have his share by-and bye.—Come 
along. 

Lor. Yes. \_Exeunl., tviih Philip^ r.h . 

Kit. Indeed i thought your Grace an age iii coming. 

Duke Upon honour, our house is but this moment up.— 
You have a damned vile collection of pictures, 1 observe, 
above stairs, Kitty.—Your ’squire has no taste. 

Kit. No taste! that’s impossible, for he has laid out a vast 
deal of money. 

Duke. There is not an original picture in the whole col¬ 
lection. Where could he pick ’em up? 

Kit. He employs three or four men to buy for him, and 
he always pays for originals. 

Duke. Donnez moi voire Eau de Luce. My head aches 
confoundedly— {She gives a smelting bottle.') —Kitty, my 
dear, I hear you arc going to be married. 

Kit. Pardon nez moit for that. 

Duke. If you get a boy, I’ll be godfather, faith. 

Jut. How you rattle, Duke!—I am thinking, my lord, 
when I had the honour to sec you first. 

Duke. At the play, mademseille. 

Kit. Your grace lo\es a play! 

Duke. No—It IS a dull, old-fashioned entertainment—I 
hate it. 

Kit. Well, give me a good tragedy. 

Duke. It must not be a modern one then—^You are de¬ 
vilish handsome, Kate Kws me. {OJfers to kiss her.) 

Enter Sir Harry^s Servant, l.h. 

iSiPH. Oh, ho!—Are you thereabouts, my Lord Duke ? 



18 


HIGH LIFE 


That may do very well by-and-byc. However, you’ll ;,evcr 
find me behind-hand. ( Offers to kiss her.') 

Duke. Stand off, you are a commoner—nothing under 
nobility approaches Killy. 

Sir H. Y«ai are so de\ilish proud of your nobility. Now, 
I think, we have riKire true nobility than you. Let me tell 
you, sir, a Knight of the Shire— 

fi^uke. A Knight of the Shire! Ha, ha, ha ’ a mighty ho¬ 
nour, truly, to represent all the fools m the county 

Kit. () Lud I this IS charming to sue two noblemen 
quarrel. 

Sir //. Why, any fool may be born to a title, but only a 
wise man can make himself honourable. 

Kit. Well said. Sir Harry, that is good morillity* 

Duke. I hojic you make some difference between heredi¬ 
tary honours and the huzzas of a mob. 

Kit. Very smart, my lord—*now. Sir Harry— 

Sir 11. If you make use of your hereditary honours to 
screen you from debt— 

Duke. Zounds! sir, what do you mean by that? 

Kit. Hold, hold! 1 skall have some fine old noble blood 
spilt here.—Ha’ done. Sir Harry— 

Sir H. Not 1—why he i.s always valuing himself upon his 
upper house. 

Duke. \Ve have dignity. {^Slow.) 

Sir H. But what becomes of your dignity, if we refusii 
the supplies? (Quick.) 

Kit. Peace, peace—here’s Lady Bab— 

Enter Lady Bah's SiiRVANT, in a chair^ I,.H, 

Dear Lady Bab— 

Lady B. Mrs. Kitty, your servant—I was afraid of taking 
cold, and so ordered the chair down stairs. Well, and how 
do you do?—My Lord Duke, your servant—and Sirllarry 
too—your's. 

Duke. Your ladyship's devoted. 

Lady B. I’m afraid J have trespassed in point of lime— 
(Looks on her watch.) —But I got into my favourite author. 

Duke. Yes, I found her ladyship at her studies this morn- 
jBg—some wicked poem-— 
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li^dy B. Oh you wretch!—I never read but one book. 
Kil. What is your ladyshtp so fond of? 

Lady B. Shikspur. Did you never rediA Skikspur ! 

Kit, Shikspur / Shikspur wrote it ?—No. I never 

read Shikspur. gi 

Lady B. Then you have an immense pleasure to come. 
Kit. Well, then, I’ll read it over one afternoon or other.— 
Here’s Lady Charlotte. 


Enter Ladv Cn Vrlottc’s IVlAro, in a chairs l.H. 

Dear Lady Charlotte! 

Lady C. Oh, Mrs. Kitty, 1 thought I never should have 
reached your house. Such a fit of the cholic sewed me.— 
Oh, Lady Bab, how long has your ladyship been here ?— 
My cliairmen were such drones.— My Lord Duke > the pink 
of all good breeding. 

Duke. Oh, ma'arn— {Bouiny.) 

Lady C. And Sir Harry—your servant, Sir Harry. 

{^Forfnally ) 

Sir H. Madam, your servant—I am sorry to hear your 
ladyship lias been dl. • 

Lady C. You must give me leave to doubt the sincerity 
of that sorrow, sir. liumember the Park. 

Sir II. The Park! I’ll explain that affair, madam. 

Lady C. 1 want none of your explanations. 

{^Scornfully .) 

Sir II. Dear I^ady Charlotte ! 

Lady C. No, sir; I have observed your coolness of late, 
and despise you, A trumpery baronet! 

Sir II. I see how it is; nc►thing will satisfy you but 
nobility. That sly dog the Marquis. 

Lady C. None of your reflections, sir. The Marquis is 
a person of honour, and above inquiring after a lady’s for¬ 
tune, as you meanly did. 

Sir H. 1—f—n)§dam ? I scorn such a thing. I assure 
you, madam, 1 never—that is to say—Egad, I am confounded, 
My Lord Duke, what shall I say to*ber ? Pray help me out. 

Aside,^ 

Duke. Ask her to show her legs.—Ila, ha, ha! (Aside.) 
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Enter Philip and Lovel, loaded with hottleSi r.h. 

/%//. Here, my little peer—hene is wine that will ennoble 
your blood. %th your ladyships most bumble servant. 

Lov. {JJfectinff to be drunk.) Bt»th your ladyships most 
humble servant 

Kit. Why, Pliilip, you have made the boy drunk. 

E/itl. I have made him free of the cellar. Ha, ha, ha ’ 

Lnv. Ves, 1 am free—I am very free. 

Vhil. He has had a smack of every sort of wine, from 
humble Port to Imperial tokay. 

Lov. ^ es, 1 liave been drinking tokay. 

Ktt (jJo, get you some sleep, child, that you may wait 
on his lordship bye-and-by 

Lov. Thank you, madam—I w'!l certainly wait on their 
lordsliips, and their ladyships too. \^Aside and exit^ L.n. 

Phil. Well, ladies, \yhat say you to a dance, and then to 
supper ^ 

Enter Cook, Coachman, Kingston and Cloe, r.h. 

Come here—Where are all 5ur people? I’ll couple you— 
My Lord Duke will take ^itty,—Lady Bab will do me the 
honour of her hand ; Sir Harry and Lady Charlotte—Coach¬ 
man and Cook, and the two devils dance together—Ha! ha! 
ha I 

JDuke. With submission, the country dances bye-and-by. 

Lady C. Ay, ay; French dances before supper, and coun¬ 
try dances after—I beg the Duke and Mrs. Kitty may give 
us a minuet. 

Duke. Dear Lady Charlotte, consider my poor gout—Sir 
Harry will oblige us. {Sir Harry howe.) 

AU. Minuet, Sir Harry—Minuet, Sir Harry— 

Kit. Marshal Thingumbob’s minuet.— (^A miniset by Sir 
Harry 1) and Kitty ; awkward and conceited.) 

Lady C. Mrs. Kitty dances sweetly. 

Pku. And Sir Harry delightfully. • 

Dvke. Well enough for a commoner. 

I^iil. Come, now to'aupper—A gentleman and a lady.— 
{They sit down.) —Here is claret, burgundy, anti ciidui-' 


(1) The minuet is gcaerally danced by the Duke,— Ed. 
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and a bottle of tokaj for the ladies. There are tickets 
on evety bottle—if any gentleman chooses port— 

Duke. Port *—’Tis only lit for a dram. 

Kit. Lady Bab, what shall I send you?—Lady Charlotte, 
pray be free ; the more free the more welcome, as they say 
in my country.—The gentlemen will be so good as to take 
care of themselves. pause. ) 

Duke. Lady Charlotte, “ Hob or nob!” 

Lady C. Done— my lord—in burgundy, if you please. 

Duke. Here’s your sweetheart and mine, and the friends 
of the company. ( They drink,—A pause.^ 

Phil. Come, ladies and gentlemen, a bumper all round—I 
have a health for you—‘‘ Here is to the amendment ot our 
mdsters and mistresses.” 

AH. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! {^Loud laugh.—A pause.) 

Kit. I.adies, pray what is your opinion of a single geiitle- 
nian's service ? 

Lady C. Do you nican an old .single gentleman ? 

All. Ha, hu, ha, ha, ha, ha' i^Luud laugh ) 

Phil. My Lord Duke, } our toast. 

Duke. Lady Betty— 

Phil. Oh no—a health and a sentiment. 

Duke. Let us have a song—Sir llarr>, your .song. 

Sir 11. Would you have it ?—Wi ll, then—Mrs. Kiity, we 
must call upon you—Will you honour my nui.se ? 

All. A song, a song—ay, ay, Sir Harry's song—Sir Har¬ 
ry's song. 

Duke. A song to be sure,—but first,—Preludo— {Kisses 
Kitty.) —Pray, gentlemen, put it about. 

{Kissing round.—Kingston kisses Cloe heartily.) 

Sir //. See how the devils kiss' 

Alt. I am really hoarse; but—Hem— I must clear up iny 
pipes—Hem—This i.s Sir Harry’s song; being a new one. 

uuitled and called the “ Fellow Servanlj or, AH in u 

• 

A very. 


. SONG. —Kitty. 

Come here. Fellow-servant, and listen to me, * 
PH shew you how those of superior degree 
Are only dependants, no better than we; 
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Chorus.—Both high and low in this do agrpr^ ' 
’ Tis here fellow-sermnt. 

And therefellow-servarUi 
And all in a livery. 

See yonder fine spark in embroidery drest. 

Who bows to the greats and if they smilo^ is blest; 
What is he I Pfaithy but a servant at best. 

Cho.—Both high, 4*c. 

The fat shining glutton looks up to the shelf. 

The wrinkled lean miser bows down to his pelf. 
And the eurl-paled beau is a slave to himself. 

Cho.—Both high, 

Phil. How do you like it, my Lo d Duke? 

Duke. It is a damned vile composition. 

Phil. How so? 

Ihike. O, very low! Very low indeed! 

Sir 11. Canyon make a better? 

Duke J hope so. 

Sir 11. That is very conceited. 

«• 

Duke. What is conceited, you scoundrel ^ 
tSir IT. Scoundrel ’ You are a rascal—Fll pull you by the 
nose— (^All rise.) 

Duke. Look ye, friend; don't give yourself airs, and make 
a disturbance among the ladies—If you are a gentleman, 
name your weapons. 

Sir H. W^eapons ’ What you will—Pistols— 

Duke. Hone—bi^hind Montague House. 

Sir 11. Done—with seconds. 

Duke Done. 

Phil Oh, for shame, gentlemen—My Lord Duke !—Sir 
Harry, tlie ladies! fie'— {^Ouke,and Sir Harry affect to 
stng — violent knocking, L.il. —Kitty Joints.^ —What the 
devil can that be, Kitty ? 

KU. Who can it possibly be? 

Pkii. Kingston, run up stairs and p^ep.— A'ing- 
ston, L.H.] —It sounds like my master’s rap—Pray heaven it 
HI not be. 
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Enter Kingston, l.h* 

Weil, Kmfxstori, what is it? 

King. It is ma.iier and Mr. Freeman—I peeped through 
lie key-hole, and saw them by the lamp light—Tom has just 
f‘1 tliimi Hi— 

l*hd, "J’lio devd ho has! What can have brought him 

9 

Kick' - 

Ktt. No matter what—Away with the things. 

Rhd. Away muIi iliewine—Away with the plate—Here, 
oachinan, cook, Clue, Kingston, bear a hand—Out with the 
andles—Awav. away. ( Theg carry array the tables 

Ehsitore. What shall we do { Wliat sliall we do? 

( They all run about in confusion.) 
Kit. Run up stairs, ladies. 
i*liil. Nu, no, no —lie’ll see you tlien. 
iSir ll. What the ilevil had I to do here • 

Duke, Plague lake it, face it out. 

Su 11. Oh no; thesi'West-Indiaiis arc very liery. . 

Phil. I wouhl not have him see any of you for the world. 
Lor. ( Without., L n.) Philip—Where's I*iiilip'^ 

Phil. Oh the devil f he’s eerlairilv corning down stairs—Sir 
Harry, run down into the cellai—My Lord Duke get inlo 
'he pantry—Awaj, 

/uY. No, no; do you put their ladyships into the pantry, 
Old I'll take Ins graue into the coal-hole. 

Visitors. Any where, any where—Up the chimney if you 
will 

Phil. There—in with you. 

( They all go into the pantry. ) 
Lov. ( Without., L.H.) Philip—Philip I 
7%iV. Coming, sir.— {Aloud.)-^Killy, have you never a 
ijood book to bo reading of^ 

Kit. Yes, liere is one. 

Phil. 'I'igad, tins w black Monday with us—Sit down— 
''*cem to read yoor book—Here he is, as drunk as a piper. 

( They sit down.) 
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Enter Lovel, l.h. with pisto/s, ajfevting to be drunk. 
Freeman following. 

Lor. Phili]), the son of Alexander the Great, where are 
all my mjrmidons?—What the devil (I’akes you up so early 
this morning'^ 

Phil. He IS very drunk, indeed.— (^Anide )—Mrs. Kitty 
and 1 had got into a good book, your honour. ^ 

Free. Ay, ay, they ha\e been well employed, 1 dare sav 
—ha, ha, ha* 

Loc. Come, sit down, Freeman —Lie you there —(L<7y.v 
his pistols downf —J come a little unexpectedly, perhaps, 
PJiilip. 

Phil, A good servant is never afraid of being cauglit, sir. 

Lov. i have some accounts that 7 must settle— 

Phil. Accounts, sir! to-night? 

Lor. Yes, to-night—I find myself perfectly clear—you 
shall see I'll settle tlicm in a twinkling. 

Plul. Your honour will go into the parlour ? 

Lor. No, Fll settle them all here. 

Kit. Your honour must not sit here. 

Lov. Why not? 

Kit. You will certainly lake cold, sir, the room has iu*i 
been washed above an hour. 

Lor. What a cursed lie that is * {^Aside ) 

Duke. Philip—Philip—Philip I ( Peeping out ) 

Phil, Plague take you *—Hold your tongue. (Anidr ) 

Free. You ha m* just nicked them in the very minute. 

{Asideto Lovel.') 

Lov, i find I have—Mum— Aside to Freeman.') —Gel 
some wine, Philip.— [Exit niilip, r.h.] —Though I must 
eat something before I drink.—Kilty, what have you got in 
the [lanlry ' 

Kit. In the pantry ’ Lard, your honour • We are at board 
wages. 

Flee. J could eat a morsel of cold meat. 

Lov You shall have it—here— {^Rtses.) —Open the pan* 
try door—Fll be about your board-wages!—1 hav^.Irtaled 
you often, now you shall treat your master. 
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Kit- If 1 may be believed, sir, tliere is nul a scrap of any 
thing m the world in the pantry* ( Opitosimj him.') 

Lor. Weil, then, we must be eonkntecl, Freeman.— Let 
us liavehiive a crust of bread and a bottle of wme. 

(/NWa thwu agath.^ 

Str II. {Perping.) Mr.s Kitty, Mrs. Kitty— 

Jitt. Peace, on your life. i^.hide ) 

Lav Kitty, what voice is that^ 
hit. Nol>ody’s sir.—Hem— 

i^iiomehodg in the patiiiy sneezes .) 

Re-enter Philip, iciih n.n. 

Alt. We are undone; undone' (yK/z/c.) 

Phil. Oh ' that is the Duke's damn’d rnpec. i^Aside.) 
Lor. Didn't you hear a noise, Charles 
Free. Somebodv sneezed, I thoiiyiit. 

Lor. Damn it' Tlieie are thieves in the house—i'll be 
among Vm— Takes n pistol.) 

Alt. Lack a-day, sir, it was only the cat—they some¬ 
times sneeze foi all the world like a chroli.in—Here,-Jaf k, 
Jack—he ha-* got a cold, sir,—puss, pu.ss. 

Lor. A cold * then I’ll cure him—Here Jack, Jack,— 

puss, ])USS. 

Kit. Your honour wont be so rash—Pray, 3 our honour, 
don't— ( Opposing ) 

Lor KStand olf—Here, Freeman—here’s a barrel lor i>u- 
siness, with a brace id'slugs, and we'd pinned, as 3'ou see— 
Freeman, I'll liokl you live to four—Nay, Fll hold 3"ou two 
to one, 1 hit the cat through the ke3'-hole of that pantry 
door. 

Free. Try, try, but I think it impossible. 

Lvv. Iain a damn’d good marksman.— {Cocks the pis¬ 
tol, and points il at the pantry-door.) —Now for it!— {A 
violent shriek, and all is discovered.) —Wiio the devil are 
these ? One—two—three—four— 

Fhil. These are particular friends of mine, sir; servants 
to some noblemen in the neighbourhood. 

Lov. I told you there were tiiicves in the house. 

Ha, ha, ha • 

Phil. 1 assure your honour they^ have been enlortaiiieil 
at oiir own expense, upon my word. 

Kit. Ves, indeed, your honour, if it was the last word I 
ha^to speak. 
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HIGH LIFE 


Lov. Take up that bottle.— takes tip a bottle with 
a ticket to it, and is yoing o^.)—Biing it back—do you 
Usually onlertain your company with tukay, Monsieur ? 

PhiL I, sir, treat with wine ! 

Lov. O yes, from humble port, to Imperial tokay too.— 
Yes, I loves kokay {Mimicking himself.) 

Phil. I low ' —Jemmy, my master * 

KU Jemmy • the devil * 

Plnl. Wmr honour is at present in liquor—but in the 
morning, wlien your honour is recovered, I will set all to 
lights again. 

Lor. {Ckfinging his countenance.) We’ll set ail to rights 
now—there, I am sober, at your service—what have you 
to say, Pliilip'— {Philip starts.) —You may well start— 
go, get out ol my sight. 

Duke. 8 n, I have not the honom* to be known to you, 
but I have tlie honour to serve his Grace the Duke of— 

Lur. And tlie impudence familiarly to assume his title— 
your (Ir.iee will give me leave to tell you, “ that is the door’’ 
—and if you ever enter there again, J a.ssure you, my Lord 
Duke, I will break every hone in your Grace’s skin—be¬ 
gone—I beg their ladyship’s pardon, perliaps they cannot 
go witlnmt chairs—ha, ha, ha * 

Free. Ha, ha, ha ! {Sit Harry steals off l ».) 

Duke. Low-hrod fellows* [lui!, L.n 

Ladt/ Fkar. I thought how tins visit would torn inil 

[ I,.11. 

Lady Bah. They are downright hottenpob. i.n. 

Phil and Kit. I hope your honour will not take aw ay our 
bread. 

Lov. “’Five humlred pounds will set yon up in a choco¬ 
late house—You’ll siiine in the bar, madam.”—I have been 
an eye-witness of your roguery, extravagance, and ingrati¬ 
tude. 

Phil and Alt. Oh, sir—good sir ! 

Lov. You, madam, may stay here till to-morrow' morn- 
ing.—And there, madam, is the book you lent me, w’hich 1 
beg you’ll read night and morning before you say your 
prayers.” 

Kit. I am ruined and undone. [Ejch., 

Lov. But you, sir, for your villainy, atul (what 1 'hate 
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worse) your liypocrlsy, shall nut stay a minute longer ui 
this house; and liere comes an honest num to shew you the 
way out.—Y our ke> s, sir. ( Philip yives the keys ^ 

Enter Tom, l.h. 

Tom, I respect and vahic\vou—vou are an lionest servant,and 
shall iK'ver want encouragcinont. I5e so good, Tom, js to 
see that gentleman out ol‘ my house.—( Points to Philip )— 
and then take charge of the cellar and plate. 

Tom. I thank your honour; but I would not ri.se on the 
rum of a lellow-servant, 

how No remonstiMiices, Tom; ii .shall be as J say. 

PhiL Wlutatnr.sed foul liave 1 been. 

[Exeunt, L II 

Free. Yon liave made Tom very hijpf)v. 

Lor. And 1 inieiid to make your Robert so too—evi-r\ 
honest seivant should be ma«le happ\. 

Dapusition of the Characters when the Cmlain JulU 
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MIDAS. 

This very pleasant burlesque seems to be better oalculatedl^iii 
for representation, than any other production of the kiniff;^ 
which the English Theatre possesses. ‘‘ Tom Thumb,” per;S^ 
haps, may be adduced in apposition to our opinion; bUtl'f: 
whatever may be thought of the comparative cleverness of, 
tJie two pieces in some points of view, we question whether the i 
treasurer’s books would not fully bear us out in the assertion, 
that ‘‘ Midas,” has been the most lastingly and productively., 
attractive on the stage. Besides, as the acting-version of 
“ Tom Thumb,” owes its popularity principally to«the good 
offices of the author of “ Midas,” who enliven^ it by some 
judicious improvements, and the introduction of several 
amusing songs, it seems hardly fair to array his own work 
opposition to him, and make it, like the pinion of Waller^s 
eagle, contribute to its parent’s overthrow. 

That species of burlesque, which is produced by placing 
low ideas in the conversation of elevated personages, by 
clothing ordinary sentiments in lofty language, and ren¬ 
dering great things ridiculous by ludicrous associations, will 
seldom fail to please, if performed with moderate ability, 
and restrained within reasonable limits. The apparent faci¬ 
lity, however, with which all this may be accomplished, has 
encouraged many to make the attempt, who have miscarried 
most completely; and, by pot observing the line of separa¬ 
tion, wliicli distinguishes burlesque from mere buffoonery, 
have produced nothing but tedious masses of vulgar ribaldry. 
O’Hara liilnseif, has not entirely avoided this error; but 
then he ha/;atoned for it by so much pleasantry in his recita¬ 
tive and^ongs, by so much whim in the general manage¬ 
ment ^the piece; and has seasoned the whole, by so judi¬ 
cious^ intermixture of popular music, that no one can 
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the performance of ihe faurletta, wiiho\it c'xpprienciny^ 
JiPRiy lively gratification, ; 

' It is a circum|taj1ice worthy of notice, that our ru^ifit f.ivour- 
^■4ie musical piece* (with the single exception of Ariaxerxes) 
are those of which the songs have been soi to familiar airs of 
‘^HAcertam fugitives, whose obscure or indillereiit 

;jproducer? )^i^)ed them down the wind to prey at for- 
,'t*tneand tvhich have been perpetuated among the coni- 
,inon people, from generation to generation, solely by the 
iaid oi tradition. We need hardly mention the “ l^eggar's 
Opera,” the “ Duenna,” or ** Rosina,” in illustration of this 
remark ; and the fact, while it evinces eitlier a deficiency of 
talent, in our professed composers, or a want of musical taste 
in the nation generally, strikingly shews how surely strains 
of pure, simple melody, will w'in their way to the heart, and 
how firmly they will retain that adnuration, which all the 
graces of scitnee are frequently unable tocommand.^ The 
success <»f “ ISTidas,” alTords a proof of the safe policy of 
thus engrafting new words upon old tunes; for, most of the 
songs being adapted to airs which were universally familiar, 
at once captivated the multitude, and secured the applause 
of numbers who would have turned an indilFerent ear to the 
humour of the language. Most of these pieces have enjoyed 
their popularity to the present day; and few of our readers 
can have forgotten how one of them, (Pray Goody) caught 
the fancy of the town, and was dinned into their ears by 
every barrel-organ and ballad-singer in the metropolis, ft^r 
months after the revival of the piece at Covent Garden, in 
ljsl2. This air, like most of its companions, is of doubtful 
and disputed origin; and, the honour of having composed it, 
has been awarded, amongst others, to so distinguished a per- 
senagf as Rousseau. Since we have no means at hand of 
ascertaining the truth or falsehood of the opinion, we shall 
content ourselves with quoting'the substance of a<tme re¬ 
marks upon the subject, which appeared in a periodical 
pap.jr, a few years ago:— 

♦ The plaintive “ snatches of old tunes,” which OphfS.f waiblcs in 
her frenxy, have thus been transmitted from actress to i ''tress, l>y 
memory only, perhaps from the earliest performance of ^Inmlit' • 
With whom they originated, is unknown; yet, could Mozart >1 uuselt 
"“ Vv ptudu. i’d any thing more truly touching atidappropiuie ? 
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** } know not (says the writer) upon what authority Uw> 
belief IS founded ; but, I incline to think thnt the facts { ant 
about to state, render Rousseau's claim to it very dv«»btfi*f- 
In tT50, a pantomime, called Queen Mab,^* was produced 
at Drury-Lane Theatre, which had ' a great run,* ai it irf 
called. By the copy of the music of this piece, it ap¬ 
pears to have been ‘ composed by the Society of the Tcmplrt 
of Apollo.’ Who composed this society, it may he ddficult 
to a.scertiiin, and also, whether they were the vnmpnwi'H^ i>r 
inerely the importers of the music; but, certain it is that 
llie air of ‘ Pray Goody,’ appears at p. 22, called ‘ The First 
Fairy Dance," as an allegro, and sine notis rariti/wwi, though 
with an accompaniment. I am therefore induced to hoiw 
liiat this is a real Bnglish air, and that it may safely be 
added to our few genuine national melodies. Tittle, if any,, 
of Rousseau's music, could at that period, (J750) have ar¬ 
rived, or become popular in England. Ilis Devin du 
Village^ which I believe was one of Ins earliest musical com¬ 
positions, was produced at Paris, in 1753. Unless, there¬ 
fore, some express evidence or authority to the contrary can 
be produced, ‘ Pray Goody,’ must be taken from llie 
French, and restored to the British Apollo.” 

O’Hara's drift in the construction of this piece, has fre- 
ijuently been discussed; and the w'riters upon the subject 
have concurred in attributing to him some more important 
aim than that of exciting a laugh. One of them will have 
it that his design was to render the heathen mythology ndi- 
iuious; anotiier that he wished to bring Iiatian Operas into 
disrepute; while a third makes the momentous discovery 
that a sly political m&aning lies hidden under ail his fun. For 
our own parts, wo see no reason for supposing that he had 
any thing in view beyond the production of a pleasant en¬ 
tertainment, without caring much for the instruments with 
which ho eifecled his purpose. To satirise the gods of the 
^mcients in an assembly, the majority of whom know nothing 
obout the matter, cannot be deemed a very happy idea, nor 
-ire the incongruities of an Italian Opera, much less caviare 
to the ^neral. Both of these subjects, however, will stand 
the st^k of stronger ridicule than O’Hara has here brought 
ii» against them, if we must perforce admit the cxist- 
of such a design in the composition. That he niii|;ht 



some of the characters as satires np->D political ad- 
l^mries, is somewhat more protetble, fur il' we are riot niis- 
I'informed, he had a strong bias to that species of annoyance ; 

if so, tho individuals are now forgotten, and the alhi* 
i^ons to them lost. 

Of O'flara^s history, few particulars arc recorded ; and, 
laofortunately, research has not enabled us to add any tliitig 
]io the mt^gre account of him, given in tlie Biographia 
Oraraatica.’' We are there told that he was a naiive ol 
Ireland, a younger brother of a genteel family, and resided 
near Dublin; that bis appearance and manners by no 
'tneans gave promise of the humour that enlivens ail his 
writings; that he had an exquisite musical taste, and great 
skill ill burlesque. Ho died, June 17, 1782, bavins? for 
Someyears been deprived of his eye-sight. Besides “ Midas,” 
he wrote the “ Golden Pippin,” burlctta, 177^5. The 
“ Two Misers,” a Musical Farce, 1775. “ April Day,” 

burletta, 1777. “ Tom Thumb,” burletta, (altered) 1780. 

Midas” was originally performed as a first piece, in three* 
acts; but is now Judiciously reduced to two. Burlestpie, 
even in its cleverest form, soon tires an audience; and a 
dramatist sfiould never venture upon more than a brief ex¬ 
periment of the kind. P. P. 


Stmc of ISepreomtatlon. 

The time this piece takes in representation, is one hour 
and tw'cnty minutes. 


Stage Directims. 


By R.H........is meantRight Hand. 

L. H...Leil Hand. 

S.E * .Second Entrance. 

u.E...Upper Entran e. 

M. D ...Middle Door. , 

D.F. ... .Door in fiat, 

R.H.D..... Right Hand Doorf 

X..II.D. ... Left Hand Door. 
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MIDAS. 

Oifl ^^l^hloneJ spotted velvet suit. 

DAM.ISTAS. 

Drab-coloured frock, red w.aistcoat and leather breeches. 

SILENO. 

iiluc country coat, flowered waistcoat and buff breeches* 

SHEPHERD, 

Drab coat, leather belt, &c. 

PAN. 

Hiirv dress of goat skin. 

JUPITER. 

Scarlet and white tunic, 

APOLLO. 

Light blue,—ibid. 

VULCAN. 

BfoAvn tunic, leather apron, &c. 

GANIMEDE. 

Blue tunic, flesh-coloured legs, sandals, &c. 

MERCURY. 

Wjiitc,—ibid. 

MARS. 

Romati dress, lambrokeens and helmet. 

BACCHUS. 

Green tunic, triiflmed with grapes, &c. 

DAPHNE. 

White petticoat and apron, trimmed with grey and pink, 
and grey stay bodice* trimmi^ with pink. 

NYSA. 

Ibid. * 

. MYSIS. 

Blmik gown, red stuff petticoat, point apron, high crowned 
hat a™ red cloak. 



$a‘ilonK l^cjpireijenteti 


As ofigiwdly acted. 


Jupiter - 

- - - - Mr. Legg. 

Juno - - 

- - * - Mr. Stephens. 

Apollo - 

.... Mr. Mattocks. 

Momus • 

.... Mr. Dibdin. 

Mercury- 

- - - - Mr. Baker. 

Pan - - 

- - - . Mr. Dunstail. 

Midas - 

. - • - Mi'. Shuter. 

Dameetas 

... - Mr. Fawcett. 

Sileno - 

Mr. Beard.* 

Mysis - 

.... Miss Poitier. 

Daphne - 

... - Miss Miller. 

Nysa - - 

- . • . Miss Hailam. 

Oracle - 

- - - - Mr. Waylen. 


Drury Lane. Covent Garden. 

,Midas . . - * . Mr. Munden. Mr. Liston. 

Sileno ----- Mr. GatU& Mr. Taylor. 

Damatas .... Mr. Barnard. Mr. Comer. 

Jupiter ‘ - Mr. T. Cooke.^Mr, Isaacs. 

Dan- ..... Mr. Harley. Mr. Emery. 

'Apollo - - - . . Madame Vestris. Mr. Duruset. 

Mysis ..... Mrs. Bland. Mrs. Liston. 
Daphne - - - . Mrs. Orger; Mrs. Sterling. 

Nysa - . - - . Miss Povey. Miss M. Tree. 

Juno - - - - - Miss Cubitt. Mrs. Bislio >. 



















MIDAS. 


ACT I. 


.SCENE I.— The curtain rUin^ diecovere iha la it hen 
(ii'Hiee seated amidst the clouds, in full couavil. /Aey 
address Jl'Piter in the following chorus. 

CHORUS OF ALL THE GODS. 

Jove, in his chair, 

Of the skg lord'mag"r, 

Hith his nods 
Men and gods 
Keeps in awe; 

When he winks. 

Heaven shrinks; 

When he speaks, 

Hell sqite^s; 

Earth** globe is but his (ate 
Cock of thp^chooL 
He hears despotic rule; 

His word. 

Though absurd. 

Must be law. 

Even Fate, 

Though so great. 

Must not prate; 

His bald pate 
Jove would cuff \ 

He^s so bluff. 

For a straw. 
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Cow'd deUieSy 
Like mice in cheesCf 
To stir must cease, 

^ Or gnaw. 

Jup. {Rising.) Immortals, you have heard your plain¬ 
tive sovVeign, 

And culprit'Sol’s high crimes. Shall we who govern, 

Brook spies upon us I Shall Apollo trample 
On our commands? WeMl make him an example. 

As for you, Juno, curb your prying temper, or 
WVII make you, to your cost, know—we’re your einperoi. 
Juno. I'll take the law,—( To Jupiter.) —My pro< tor, 
with a summons, 

Shall cite you, sir, fappear at Do<‘tor’s Commons. 

Jup. Let him—but first I’ll Jiase from heavi^n son 
varlet. 

Juno. What, for detecting you and your vile harlot * 

AIR— Juno. 

Think not, kwd Jove, 

Thus to wrong mg chaste hmi 

For, spite of gout rakehellg godhead. 

Bg dag and bg night, 

Juno Will have her right. 

Nor be, of dues nuptial, defrauded. 

VU ferret the haunts 
Of your femah gallants; , 

In vain gou in darkness^enclose them. 

Tour favourite jades 
Yll plunge to the shades. 

Or into cows metamorphose them. 

Jup. Peace, termagant*—! swear by Styx, oun thundet 
Shall hurl him to the earth.—Nay, never wonder J 
I've sworn it, gods. 

Apollo. Hold, hold, have patience, 

Papa.—No bowels for your own relations ! 
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t AIR-^Apollo. 

Be hj your frimds advised^ 

Too harsfu too hasty dad I 
Mangre your bolts and wise head^ 

The world will think you mad. 

What worse can Bacchus teach men^ 

His roaring buckSf when drunk. 

Than break the lamps, beat watchmen. 

And stagger to some punk ^ 

Jtqi. You saury scoiindi'e!—there, sir. — (Strike^t him )— 
Como, disorder, 

Down, Plittibiis, down to earth, we’li hoar no further. 

liull, thunders, ruit; blue lightning's dash about hitu. 

The blab shall find our .sky can do without i»im.— ( Thondtr 

and lightning. Jupiter darts a bolt at him ; he f'dls — 

Jupiter re-^ssumes his throne, and the gods alt ascend 

together, singing the initial chorus; Jove in his chair,' i. 

« 

SCENP II .—A champaign country, with u distunt rdtugt 
Violent storm of thunder and lightning. A shepherd 
sleeping in the field, is roused by it. and runs o//. i !( 
frightened, leainug his cloak, hat, and guitar, behind 
him. 

i^ApoUo, as cast from heaven, falls to the eailh., u dfi a 
rude shock, and hes for awhile stunned; at bmgth he 
begins to move, wes, advances, and looking Jot ward, 
speaks.} 

Apof. Zooks ! what a crush ! a pretty, decent tumbh ' 
Kind usage, Mr. Jove—sweet sir, your humble. 

Well, down I am;—no bi^nos broke, though sore pepper'd ! 
Here doimi’d to stay.—What can I do?—turn shepherd— 
I i^PtUs OH the cloak. 4(’c.) 

A lucky/liought.—Tn this disguise, Apollo 
No moi;/, but Pol the swain, some flock I’ll follow 
Nor (^ubt J, with my voice, guitar, and person, 

Ati^sng the iiyrftphs to kick up .some diversion. 

A t) 
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JSnter SiLKNo, l.h. 


SiL Whom httve we here ? a sightly clown!—and sturdy 
Hum—plays, I see, upon the hurdy-^rdy. 

Seems out of place—a stranger—all in tatters; 
ril hire him—he’ll divert my wife and daughters. 

Whence, and what art thou, boy ? 

PoL An orphan lad, sir. 

Pol is my name—a shepherd once my dad, sir, 

I’th’ upper parts here—though not born to serving, 
ril now take on, for faith I’m almost starving. 

SiL You’ve drawn a prize i’th* lottery—^so have I too; 
Why, I’m tile master you could best apply to, 

DUET.— Apollo and Silbno. 


Stl. Since you mean to hire for service, 

Come with ms, yimjoliy dog; 

You can help to bring home harvest. 

Tend the sheep, andfeed the hog. 

Fal, lal, la. 


IVith three crowns, your standing wages. 
You shall daintily he fed; 

Bacon, beans, salt beef, cabbages. 

Buttermilk, and oaten bread. 

Fal, lal, la. 


Come, strike hands, you'll live in clover, 
ff'7ien tve get you once at h?me; 

And when daily labour's overf 
We'll dance to your strum-strum. 

Fal, lal, la. 


PoL 


/ strike hands, I take yoyr offer, 
Farther on I may fare worse; 
Zooks, I can no longer suffer 
Hungry guts and empty parse. 


Fal, 



Sil. Do strike hands; 'tis kind / ^er; 
Pol / strike hands, and take ymr offer; 
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SiL Farther seeking yoti'U fare worse; 

Pol, Farther on / may fare worse. 

Sil. PUy such a lad should suffer^ 

Pol. Zooksf lean no longer suffer^ 

> Sil, Hungry guts and empty purse, 

^ Pol. Hungry guts and empty purse, 

Fal, la I, la. 

l^Eofeunt, l.h. dancing and ringing. 

SCENE lil.^ — Sileno^s Farm-House. 

Enter Daphne and Nysa, r,r. 

J)aph. But, Nysa, how goes on ’Squire Midas’s courtship 't 
Nysa. Your sweet Darnsetas, pimp to liis great worship, 
Bruuglit me from him a purse; but the conditions-— 

I’ve cur’d him, I beUeve, of sudh commissions, 

Dapk. Tlie moon-calf! This must blast him with my 
father. 

N^sa. Right; so we’J^ rid of the two frights togetlici 
Doth. Ha, lia, ha !—ha, ha, ha! 


Erder Mysis, l.h. 

Mysis. Hey-day ! what mare’s nest’s found i —Fttr ever 
grinning: 

Ye rantipoles—is’t thus you mind your spinning^ 

(Crosses toc^ nlte.) 

AIR. —Mysis. 


Girls are known 
To mischief prone. 

If ever they be idle; 
fiho would rear 
Two daughters fair. 

Must hold a steady bridle; 
For here they skip, 

And there they trip. 

And this and that way sidle. 
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Giddy maid^t 
Poor siilyjatkjs^ 

AU afier men are gadding; 

They fitrt pelUm/elL 
Their train to swell, 

To coxcomb, coxcomb adding 
To ev'ry fop 
They rc cock-a-hoop, 

And set their mothers maddinip 


Enter SiLENO, introducing PuL^ l.h 

SoL Now, (lame aad girls, no more let’s hear you {^rnnjb!<* 
At t('o hani tod1 chant'd just now to stumble 
i)ii tins stout drudge—and hir’d him-—fit for labour 

{Puts h »m ore? ) 

To ’em, lad—then he can play, and sing, and caper 

Mysis. Fine rubbish to bwng home; a strolling thrunirni r * 
What art thou good for? si>eak, thou ragged nmimntr’ 

( To Po> ) 

Vysa. Mother, for shame— 

Mysis. Peace, saiK^box, or Pll maul you, 

Po/. ijijody, my strength and parts you midervalut. 
lM>r lus and your work, I am brisk and handy. 

Daph. A sad cheat else— 

Mysis. What you, you jack-a-dandy ? 

A IP..— Pol. 


Pray, goody, please to moderate the rancour of ynot 
tongue: 

Why flash those sparks offury from your eyesf 
Remember, when the judgmenfs weak, the ptejudtee 
strong: 

A stranger why will you despise f 
Ply me, ' 

Try me. 

Prove 'ere you deny me: 

If you cast me 
Off, you blast me 
Never more to rise. 


P/uy, goody, 4*C. 
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Sirrah, this insolence deserves a drubbing. 

N^sa. With what sweet temper he bears all her sinibbin^r • 
SiL Oitns, no more words.—Go, boy, aitd i^et your 
dinner. ^ [Ejl'U Pui. m n. 

Fir, why so cross-graiird to a young beginner ? 

Xysa. So modest! 

U iph So genteel! 

Sd, ( To Myns.) Not pert, nor lunipisli. 

MifHts. Would he were hang’d! 

Sysa. JJaph, La I mother, why so frumpisli ^ 


QUARTEITO. 


Nyaa, how can you be so Ul-natvr d 

To the gentUy handsome swain ^ 

Daph. To a lad so limb'd* so featur'df 
Hare 'Us cruel to give pain, 

Sure 'Us cruel^ 

J/ysi V. Girls, for you^ my fears perplex me. 
I'm, alarm'd on your account: 

Sil. in vain you teaze and vex me, 

I will rutcf depemi upon't, 

Xt/iu. Ah! Ah! 

Daph, hJamtnn! 

Xi/va. Mamma, how can you be so ilGnatUf'd 
Dujih. Ah, ah, to a lad so limb'd and featur'd! 

c/i'i To the getUle, handsome swain, 

Jj 'ph. Sure 'tis cruel to give pain; 

Xysa. Sara 'tis cruel to give jrain; 

Daph. To the gentf^handsome swain. 

My >/s. Gulsffor you my fears perplex me, 

I'm alarm'd on your account; 

Sd. fPfcy in vain you tease and rex me, 

I will rule, deper^d upon't. 

Xg&a. Mammal 

Mysis. h Pshaw! pshaw! 

J).'ph. * Papa, 

Sd Ah! ah! 


Daph Mamma, kOw can you be so ill-mitur'd, 

Sd Pshatoipshaw,you must not be so i/l-otdur'dj 
Xfsa. Ah, ah, to a lad so ! 
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Daph. To the gentle, hundsome m ain. 

Stl. He's a gentle handsome swain. < 

JVysa. Sure Uis cruel to gire pain. 

^iyns. * l%s my pleasure to give min. 

Daph. Sure His cruel to givepmnl 
Sil. He's a gentle handsome suntn* 

Nysa. To the gentle handsome swain. 

My sis. To your odious, fav rite swain. [£U R i*. 

SCENE Vif.^Midash 

k I 

Enter Midas and DAUf^TA'S) 

It 

\ 

Mid. Nysa, you say, refus’d the guineas British. 

Dam. Ah! please your worshi|>**-she is wondrous skit¬ 
tish. 

Mid. I’ll have her, cost what ’twill. 'Odsbobs, I’ll forct* 
her— 

Dam. The halter— 

Mid. As for madam—I’ll divorce her. 

Some favour’d lout incog our bliss opposes. 

Dam. Ay, Pol, the hind, puts out of joint our noses. 

Mid. I’ve heard of that Pol’s tricks, of his sly tam¬ 
pering 

To fling poor Pan but I’ll soon send him scampering; 
’Sblood, J’ll commit him—drive him to the gallows ’ 

Where is old Pan ? 

Dam. Tippling, sir, at th’ alehouse. 

Mid. Run fetch him—we shall hik^on some expedienU 
To rout this Pol. 

Dam. 1 fly;—( Going sir, your obedient. 

[Exit. 1.11 

Mid. What boots my being ’squire. 

Justice of peace, and quorum; 

Churchwarden—knight o’the shire, 

And custos rotuiorum; 

If saucy little Nysa’s heart, rebellious, \ 

My ’squiresbip lights, and hankers after\'‘*llows? 
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. AIR.— Midas. 

^kall a paltry clown ^ not fit to wipe my shoes f 
Dare my amours to cross 7 
Shall a peasant minjc, when Justice Midas woos^ 

Her nose up at him toss 7 
No: Til kidnap—then possess her: 

Til sell her Pol a slave, yet mundunyus in exchonye: 

So glut to the height of pleasure, 

Myjooe and my revenge. 

No; TU kidnap, ^c. \^Exit, R,n 

SCENE V.—A nilage Alehouse Door. 

Un is discovered sitting at a table, with a tankard, pipes, 
and tobacco, before him; his bagpipes lying by him. 


AIR,— Pan. 


Jupiter toenches and drinks. 

He ru^s the roast in the sky; 

Yet he's a fool he thinks 
Tfuit he's as happy as I; 

Juno rates him. 

And grates him. 

And leads his highness a weary life; 

I have my lass, 

And my glass, 

And stroll a bachelor's merry life. 

Let him fistsUr, 

And bluster, 

Yet cringe to his harridan's furheloW; 

To my fair tulips, 

1 glue Ups, • 

And clink the cannikin here below. 

^ Enter DAMiflA'AS, L.n, 

Dam. Tnere sits the oldf soaker, his pale troubling little 
low thg world wags,*^ so he gets drink and vittfe.— 
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Ifoa, master Pan—^"Gad, you’ve trod on a thistle > 
You may pack up your all, sir, and go whistle. ^ 
Tiic wenches have turn’d tail—-to yon buck ranter; 
Ticklf'il by his guilar—they scorn your chanter. 

AIR-^-4>am^tas. 


A^l around the maypole how they trot. 
Hot 
Pot, 

And good ale huve yot; 

RuiUiny, 

Shoatinyt 
At youfiouting. 

Fleering, 


And what not. 


There in old Sihna fneks Uhe a mad 
Lad, 

Glad 

To gee U8 gad: 

Capering, 

Vaporing; ' 

While Pol, scraping. 

Coaxes 
'T%8 lasses 
As he did the dad. 

Round about, ^c. [E.id, R u 

Sr 

Enter Mrats, Ti.H. 

Mysis. 0 Pan! the devil to pay,' both my sluts franin * 
Both in their tantrums, for yon capping antic. 

But ril go seek ’em all—and if I find ’em, 
ril drive ’em—as if old nick were behind ’eri. 

. R.ii.) 

Pftn. Soa, soa,—don’t flounce; ' 

Avast—disguise your fury, 

Pol we shall trounce^ 

Midas is judge and jury. , 
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‘ AIR. —Mysis. 

Sure / shall run with vexation distracted. 

To see my purposes thus counteracted / 

This way or that ivay, or which way soetm', 

.Iff Ihnys run contrary to my endeavour. 

JJaiiyliters projecting 
Their ruin and shame, 
fathers neglecting 

The care of their fame; 

Nursing m6osom a treacherous viper; 

Here's a jine dance—but Uis he pays the piper 

[Exeunt, R ti 

SC^ENE VI.— A Wood and Lawn near Sikn o's Faf Hi 

I tender slow symphony; Enter Daphne, l.h. crosses, me¬ 
lancholy and silent; and exit, R H. Nysa watching hm 

Nt/s/f. 0 hoj is it so—Mis^aphne in the dumps? 

Mum—snug's the word—lead her such a <laru\; 
Shall make her stir her stumps. 

To all her secret haunts, 

Like a shadow I’ll follow and watch her; 

And, faith, mamma shall bear on’t if I catch her. 

[Retires, u h 

Re-enter Daphne, r.h.it.e, 

m 

Daph. La; how my heart goes pit-a-pat; what thumpirig, 
E’er since my father br^rllit us home this bumpkin- 

AIR— Daphne, 

Hes as tight a lad to see to, 

As e'er stept in lehlher shoe; 

And «. ^at's better, he'll love me too, 
i^nd to him Til prove true blue. 

Though my sister cast a hawk's eye, 

I defy what she can do; 

He o'erlookd the little doxy, 

• Tm the girl he means to woo. 
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Hither 1 stole ovU to meet him, 

He'll no doubt »»// steps pursues 
If the youik prove true. I'll fit him; 

If he s Jalse—Til fit him loo. 

Enter PoL, LM. 

PuL Thiiik o’the devil—'tis said, 

He’s at your shoulder— 

This wench was running in my head, 

And pop—behold her. 

AIR.—Pot, 

Lovely nymphtassuaye my anguish; 

At yoUr feet a tender steam, 

Prays you will not let him languish. 

One kind look wmtld ease his pain. 
Did yon know the lad who courts yon. 

He not long nmdA sue in vain: 

Prince of song, of daWee, of sports—you 
Scarce will his like again. 

Daph. Sir; youVe such an olio 
Of perfection in folio, 

No damsel can resiE^ you; 

Your face so attractive. 

Limbs so supple and active. 

That, by this light,* 

At the first sight, 

I could have run and you. 

AIR.— Daphne. 

If you can caper, as well as you modulate, 
ffiih the addition of thdd pretty face. 

Pan, who was held by our shepherds a god of ate ^ 
Will be kick'd out, and you set in kis place. 
His beard so frouzy,his gestures so awkward are, 
And his bagpipe has so drowsy a drone, 

Thai if they find you, as I did, no hmhwarder. 
You may count on all the girls as your own. 
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^ Mysis. {From tviifnn,) Pol, Pol, make haste, come 
hither. 

PoL i>eath, what a time to call; 

! rot your old lungs of leather. 

B’ye, Daph. 

Dyifi> B’ye, Pol. [Exit Pai, t ii. 

Enter Nysa, r.h.u.e. 

IVysa. Marry come up, forsooth, 

IsH me, you forward vixen, 

You choose to play your tricks on; 

And, C(^ld your liquorish tooth 
Find none but my sweetheart to fix on ? 

Daph. Marry come up again. 

Indeed, ray dirty cousin ! 

Have you a right to every swain ? 
iVysa. Ay, though a dozen. 

DUET.— Daphne and Nvsa. 

Daph. My minikin miss, do you fancy that Pot 
Cun ever be caught by an infant's doll? 

Nysa, Can you, Miss Maypole, suppose he willful/ 

In love with the giantess of Guildhall? 

Daph. Pig^g ^iff 

N^ysa. Colossus itself. 

Both. You will lie till you^re mouldy upon the shelf. 
Daph. You stump o'th gutter, you hop o'my thumb, 

A husband for you must from Lilliput come. 
tVysa. You stalking steeple, you gawky stag. 

Your husba^ must come from Brobdignag 
Daph. grapes, 

Nysa. 'Lead apes; 

Both. Til humble your vanity. Mistress Tracies 
Daph. Miss,your assurance, 

Nysa. And, misT^ your high airs 

Dajth. f Is past aU endurance 
N'i/sa . Are at their last pra frs . 

Daph. No more of thesefreedoms, Miss Nysa, / beg. 
Nysa. Miss Daphne^s conceit must be lowered a peg. 
Daph. Poor spite ! 

Nysa, Pri^ hurt / 
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Daph. Liver white / 
jVysa. Rare sport! 

Daph. Do show your teeth^ spitjirej doj but yuu ran'f 
bite; 

\t/sa. This haughtiness soon will belaid in the dirt 
Poor spite, 4'<*- 
Pnde hurt, ^c, 

[Bjceunt, L.H. squafdduu/. 
END OF ACT I. 


ACT n. 

SCENE l.^A Grove. 

Enter Nysa, l.h. followed by Midas. 

^lid. Turn, tygress,t»rn; nay fly not— 

I have ihee at a why not 
How comes it, little Nysy, 

That heart to me so icy 
Should be to Pol like tinder. 

Burnt up to a very cinder 1 
Nysa. Sir, to my virtue ever steady 
Firm as a rock 
I scorn your shock; 

But why this attack ? 

A miss can you lack 

Who have a wife alr^iSaiv 

J\Jid. Ay, ay, there^sthe curse—but she is old and sickly 
And would my Nysa grant the favour quickly. 

Would she yield now—I swear, by the lord Harry. 

The moment madam’s coffin'd—*her Fll marry. ^ 

AIR.— Midas. 

O what pleasures will abound, 

VDien my wife is laid in ground! 
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Let eatlh cover heft 
Well dance over her, 

\\%en my wife u hid in ground. 

Oh^ how happy ehuaUl / be, 

Wovfd little x^ym pig with me / 

How I'd mumble her, 

Touze and tumble her., 

Would little Nysa pig with me / 

Sysa. Young birds alone are caught with chad', 

At your base scheme | laugh. 

Mid. Yet take my vows. 

Nysa. I would not take your bond, sir,— 

Mid. Half ray estate— 

Nysa. No, nor the whole—my fond sir. \J^-rti n n 

It/id. Well. Master Pol FH tickle, 

For him, at least, I have a rod in pickle; 

At^hen he’s in limbo, 

Not thus our hoity*loity miss 
Will stick her arras a-kimbo. 

Enter PA^i, L.ii. 

Pan, So, scjuire, well asol—I flew to know your buMncs^ 
Mid. Wiiy, Pan, this Pol, we must bring him on his knees. 
Pan. That weie a feat indeed;—a feat to brag on. 

Mid Let’.s home—we'll there concert it o’er a flagon; 
ni make him ski|)— 

Pan. As St. George did the dragon. [Eji'eunt, i . 11 . 

t 

SCENE ly^A Lawn before Midas''s house. 

Enter N\jsa, r.h. 

Nysa. GooJ lack ! wliat is come o’er me ? 

Dapiine has stepp'd before met 
Envy and love devour me. 

Pol dotes upon her phiz bard! 

Tis t!i^ Sticks in my gizzard. 
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Midas appears now twenty times more hideous. 

Ah, Nysa, what resource ?—a cloister. 

Death alive—yet thither must I run, 

And turn a nun, 

Prodigious! 

AIR^Nvsa. 

In these greasy old tatters 
His charms brighter shine: ^ 

Then his g%iitar he clattei^ 

With tinkling dUvine ; 

But my sister. 

Ah / he kiss’d her. 

And me he pass’d by; 

Tm jealous 
Of the fellow’s 

Bad taste and blind eye, [^EjcU, l U. 

SCENE IlL^Midas’s Parlour. 

Midas, Mysis, and Pan, discovered in consultation 
a large bowl of Pmch, Pipes, and Tobacco. 

Mid. C/ome, Pan, your toast. 

Pan. Here goes our noble umplfie. 

Mysis, And Pol’s defeat—I’ll pledge it in a bumper. 
Mid, Hang him, in every scheme that whelp has cross'd 
Mgsis, Sure he’s the devil himself; 

Pan. Or Doctor Faustus. 

Mysis. Ah, ’squire—for Pan W4]pld you but stoutly stickle, 
This Pul would soon be in a wretcifiS?' nickle. 

Pan. You reason right— 

Mid, His toby I shall tickle. 

Mysis. Look, ’squire, I’ve sold my butter, here the pric(j 1*4 
At your command, do but tbij job for Mysis. 

Count'em—six guineas and an old Jacobus; \ 

Keep Pan, and shame that scape-grace coram nobis. 

Mid. Goody, as ’tis your request, 

1 pocket this here stuff; 

And as fur that there peasant, 

Trust me, I’ll work his buff. 
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At the musical struggle 
I'll bully and juggle; 

* My awanl^s 

Your sure card; 

\Shl«»od, be ahall l|y his country—that's enough. 

Pf/n. Well said, my lad of wax. 

Let's end the tankard, 

I have no head for business till I've drank hard. 

Pan. N ttr have my guts brains in them till they’re addle, 
When I’m most rocky, I best sit my saddle. 

3fid. Wcll,.,!&o^, let’s take one bouze, and roar a catch, 
Then part tp ^ affairs.— 

Pan, A 

Mysis, A match. 

r>tv 

TRIO.— Midas, Pan, and Mvsis. 

Mid- blaster Pol 

And his toil de roll loll, 

VU btiffoi away from the plain, sir. 

Pan. And rilassist 

Your worship's fist 

With all my might and main, sir. 

Myitis. And ril have a thump. 

Though he is so plump. 

And makes such a wounded rackeu 
3Ud, I'll bluff, 

Pan. /’// rough. 

My sis. Til huff, 

Mid. VUcuff, . > ' 

All. fud Til warrant we pepper his jacket. 

Mid. For ill his cheats. 

And wenching feats. 

He shall rue on his knees 'em; 

01 skip, by goles. 

As high as Paul's 

Like ugly witch on besom 
Arraigned he shall be. 

Of treason to me f 

B 
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And I inlh my dary itill back ?f, 
ni ,s ivear^ 

MhJ. rIf snarey 
My^ts. VIf tear, 

Aff Orare! 

And rU warrant we pepper his jacta f. 

[l^xcanf^ R.li. 


SCENE IV.— Landscape. 

Enter SiLENo and DamjETAS, L.H. in'tn^iti^iitfgument. 

1 1 . ^ i 

'/V \ 

*Vi/. My a wife for thee; the ’squiresbtiis^ pander! 
T'> the plantations sooner would 1 send her. 

Dam. Sir, your good wife approv’d my oflfers. 

Sif Name her not, hag of Endor, 

\^'liat knew she of thee but thy colfers? 

Dam. And shall this ditch^born whelp, this jack-an->apes, 
dint o( congees and of scrapes— 

Sif. These are thy slanders and that canker’d hag’s— 
Dam. A thing made up of pilfer’d rags! 
tSil. Richer than thou with all thy brags 
Of fh^ks, and herds, and money bags. 

, ©CET.—Sileno and Dam.etas 

Sil. If a nival thy character draw, 

’In. perfection h^ It find out a fiuw, 
iftth fitack he xviff paint, mu 
Make a deil of a saint, ' 

And change to an owl a maccatv. 

Dam. Can a father pretend to he wise, 

ff?w hie friends good advice would despise* 
Who, when danger ^s nigh, 

Throws his spectacle.s by. 

And blinks through a green girVs eyes ? 

Sil. You re an impudent pimp and a grub 
Dam. You arefooVdby a beggarly scrubj 
Your betters you snub. 
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Who will lend me a cluh, 

• This insolent puppy to drub ? 

ioi/Ve an impudent pimp and a grub^ 
you're eajoVd by a beggarly scrubs 
iSd, Who will rot in a powdering tid>, 

Dam. Whom the prince of impostors 1 dub; 

Sil, A guinea for a elubf 
Dam, YovUre bald pate yovUU rub, 

Sil. This muckworm to drub. 

Dam, When you find that your cubs 
Sil. sirrah, rub, sirrah, rub.* 

Dam. ie .demmhld by a wfdppd syllabub. 

Enter L.H. attended by D iniKE and Nv^ u 

Mysis. Sob I you attend the trial—we shall drive hentt- 
Your vagabond—' 

EH. I smoke your foul contrivance. 

Dapk. Ah, Nys, our fate depends upon this issue— 
lifysa. Daph—for your sake my claim I here forego 
Ami witli your Pol much joy I wish you. 

Daph. O, gomini, say’st thou me so? 

Dear creature, let me kiss you. 

Nysa. Let’s kneel, and beg his stay, papa wUl bitek us. 
Dajjh. Mamma will storm, 

Nym. What then! she can but whack us, 

QUINTETTO. 

1 / 

Daphne, ?i'. Mvsis, Sileno and Dam^bias 

i 

Daph Motherf sure you never 
Will endeavmir 
I To dissever 
From my favour 

So sweet a swain; 

None so clever 

E'ef trod (he plain. 

^ Nysa. Father, hojjes you gave her, 

n2 
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Don I deceive her. 

Can you leave her 
Sunk for ever 

In pining care ? 

Haste and save her 

From Mack despair.. 

Daph. Think oj his modest grace. 

His voiee^ ehape, andface; 

Nysa. Hearts alarming, 

Daph. Bosoms warming, 

Ny sa. Wrath disarming, 

Daph. With Ids soft lay; 

Nysa. His so charming. 

Ay, tel him stay. 

Both. His so charming, 

Mysis. Sluts, are you lost to shanw ? 

Sil. Wife, wife, be more tame. 

Mysis. This is madness f 
Sil. Sober sadness / 

Mysis. I with gladness 

' Could see him swing, 

For his badness. 

Sil. *7\$ no such thing. 

Dam.' Mkst Pan resign to this fop his employment r 
, I to him yield of Daph the enpyment I 

Mysis, while a tongue I brandish, 

(milandisk 

Daph shall blandish. 

Dam. Will you rejetd my income^ 

Her^ and clinkum ? 

Sil. Rot and sink Vm. 

Dam. Midas must judge. 

Mysis. And Pol must fly. 

Sil. Zounds, Pol sha'n't budge: 

Mysis. You lie. 

Dam. You lie. 

Mysis. 

Dam. 

Sil. 


^ You lie, you lie. 
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Enter Midas, l.h. emaged^ attended by a crou'd of NyrnfliK 
>. and Swaths. 

Mid. Peace, ho» Is hell broke loose? what mLan-i thi' 
jawing ? 

Under my very nose this elapper-clawing ? 


.. ... AIR. —Midas. 

What the devil's here to do., 

Ye loggerheads and gipsies / 
Sirrah you^ and hussy you, 

And each of you tipsy is; 

Bat rilas sure pull down your pride as 
A gun, or as Vm justice Midas., 

Chorus. 0, tremendous justice Midas! 

Who shall Oppose seise justice Midas ! 


AIR.— Midas. ■ w. , 

' t . - . 

I f 

I'm given to understand tfuit yoa are all in a pother hm i-; 
Disputing whether Pan or Pol shall pipe to you another t^ci/r. 
Do you think your clumsy ears so proper to decide., as 
The delicate ears of justice Midas ! 

Ch 'ms. 0, tremendous^ ^c. 

/ 

Mid. So, allow it thoti—ye mobbisb rabble ?— 

Enter Pol, r.h and Pan, i..n. 

Oil, here comes Pol and Pan—now stint your gabble. 

Fetch my great chair—I’ll quickly end this squabble. 

B 3 
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AIR. 

Now Fm seated, 
ril be treated 

Like the Sophi oa his throne; 

In my presence. 

Scoundrel peasants 

Shall not call their souls their own. 
“ My behest is,* 

“ lie who best is, 

“ Shall be fix’d musician ' 

Ne*er the loser '^y, 

Shall show n9se here. 

But be transported like a thief. 


Chorus, 0 tremendous, ^c. 


Da m. Masters, wiii you abide by this condition t 
Pan. I ask no better. 

Pol. Fm all submissbn. 

Pan. Strike up, sweet sir. 

Pol. Sir, I attend your leisure. 

Mid, Pan, take the lead. 

Pan. Since ’tis your worship’s^pteasure. 

\ V 

‘ - AIR. 

A plagste oil yimr pother about this or that. 

Your shrieking or squeaking, a sharp or a flat; 

Pm sharp by my bumpers, you're a flat, master Pol, 

So here goes a set-to at toll de roll 

“ When beauty her rack of poor lovers wau^d hamper, 

“ And after miss Will-o'the-Wisp the fools k'lmper: 

“ Ding dong, in sing song, theu the lady exUF: 

** Pray what's all this fuss for, hut^oll de r;dl loll?^' 

Mankind are a medley—a chance-medley race; 

AU start in full cry, to give dame Fortune chase 
There's catch as catch can, hit or miss, luck is all. 

And luck's the best tune of life's toll de roll loll. 

• The lines marked with inverted commas arc somftiMen omitted 
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rve donet please your worship, "tis rather too long! 

Mid‘ Not at all. 

/ only meant life is but an olfsong^ 

The U'orld's but a tragedy, comedy, droll; 

Where all act the scene of toll de roll lolL 

Peasants. 'A Pan I—a Pan! 

Mid. By jingo, well perform’d for one of his age ; 

Now, hang dog, don’t you blush to show ybur visage ? 

PoL Why, jMoster Midas, for that matter, 

^l^i^ough to dasli one, 

To hear the arbitrator, 

In such unseemly fashion. 

One of the candidates bespatter,* 

With so much partial passion. 

i^Midas falls asleep.) 


AIR.— Pol. 


Ah, happy hours, how fleeting, 

Ve danc'd on down away; 

When, my soft vows repeating, 

At Daphne^sfeet I lay! \ 

But from her charms when *, 

As Midas^frowns presage, ; , 

Each hour will seem an hundred; 

Each day appear an age. 

Peasants. A P i! a !—a Pan! a Pan! 

Mid. Sile»‘ fe—this juM decree, all, at your peril, 
Obedient hjdr—else I shall use you very ill. 

THE DECREE. 

Pan shall remain, ' 

Pol quit the plain. 


Chorus, O, tremendous, 
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Mid. All bow with me to mighty Pan—enibrono him— 
No pouting—and with festal chorus crown liiin— 

( The crowd form two ranks beside the chair j andjoin 
in, the ChoruSi whilst Midas ciowns him wUh bays. 
He is then carried round the stage^ the dancers 
letuJing the way to the Chorus.) 

l 

Chorus. See triumphant sits the hardy 

Crown'd with haySy his due rewardi 
EjsiVd Pol shall wander farj 
Exil'd., twang hh faint guitar 
While with echoing shouts of praises 
We the bagpipe's glory raise. 

Mid. ’Tis well.—What keeps you here, y(JU ragamuffin i 
Gu trudge—or do you wait for a good cuffing ^ 

Pol. Now all attend— 

( Throws off his disguise, and appears os Apollo ) 
The wrath of Jove, for rapine. 

Corruption, lust, pride, fraud, there’s no escaping. 

Tremble, thou wretch; thou stretch’d tliy utmost tether; 
Thou and thy tools shall go to pot together. 

AIR.— Pol. 

• . 'ihince / did hut sham. 

For Apollo / am, 

God of music, and king of Par mss. 

Thy scurvy decree. 

For Pan against rne^ S*.. 

/ reward with the cais of an ass. v*, 

{^Midas's wig falls iff, and hr appears ii^th th*- ear^ 
of an ass.) * 

Mid. Detected, balk’d, and snnil, 

“ On our marrow-bones we fall, 

“ Mysis. Be merciful. 

“ Dam. Be pitiful. 

“ Mid. Forgive us, mighty Sol.—Alas ! alas' 







FINALE.— Apollo. 

** Thou^ a Billingsgate quean; ( To Mgs is.) 

“ Thou^ a pandar obscene^ (^To Damcetas.) 

** With strumpets and bailiffs shall class: 

“ Thou, driven from man, ( To Midas.^ 

Shalt tmnder ivith Pan; 

“ He a stinhing old goat, thou an ass, an*ass, ^c. 

Be thou ^squire—his estate * ( To Stlenof 

To thee I translate. 

To yo^i his strong chests, wicked mass; 

( To Daphne and Ngsa,') 

Live happy while I, 

RecaWd to the sky. 

Make all the gods laugh at Midas. 

Chorus, Jove in his chair, ^c. 


Disposition of the Characters when the Cw/iedn falls. 
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Frool the Piess of W. Oxherry, 
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-iiH'il lii.i!, l)\it IkV Mis Jiii’dan's i‘\< •*! oiiia* iis l*rt\rU(u 
To}nhti}/, Lttf/' Ptrh’/* wiinlil ni'ViT Ii.ul* Im'i'M hcaid ol 
Any pi'ts-m wl'o 1ms iih‘rd\ /c'hI tin* jncri', must tiatjunly 
d(‘om it an 111! i' <’t>nntftbU‘mri'ntiislciri<‘i‘limt a (Loninnsiiion so 

t 

ntti'iiv di'spiralilt' !i.>s ki‘pt < «>iis( snt pitsscssion of tin* 

Sinn' till* MMson nf its lirst jifrlcnuatM i‘—a pcrind id niurt' 
than tliiily visirs; nor c.in its snci'-ss, ac pri'snnie, lm\i* ;ip- 
peari-il ninth loss snrprisino to its .uillmr. Proilucod on a 
bcnotit niL;lit, to answer a tenijiniary purjioso, the inor<. 
ejdieineta! ( \istenoo nsinllv expeiienoed hv such tliniL^s was 
donlilloss .ill tlmt was hiolasl tei, and. nnfortutmto [>ia\- 
wriLflits may deii\o somi' oousoljiiiun ander tiioir inisliafis, 
tVorn tile n‘(tdlootioM Umt, while “ The Spoiled Child" lias 
Ik'oii iiimiiiiL; a oareer of popularity, many of the prudiu- 
tioiis o!'liiehh.dd, (‘ninherland, Coliiian, iuid O’Keole, after 
stiKni^ in v.iiii loi !i ]>orUon of similar l.ivonr, have boon 
laid iisule foi ever. Tlusirisls, to.), who maeilain tlmt the 
observ.Ttion of oeftaiu anlupiatod iiiles i.s indi.spensivbly ne- 
eossarv in the eonstnietion of a drama foinied toaeipiire and 
]iresef\e iipplanv*, li.ue here a j>r!u:tieid oxenipii>'it‘ation 
of the falliljihtv of (heir docMrines They assure us that :i 
l»!ot tnnon.-ljf (ontnved, ili.iraeit'rs va,o>roiis!\ oonoeiNed. 
ami eoiuers^iL’ m a I nmna-.o' at once n:ilnral and animali'd, 
must by tie^tiiearis be w.uilinj , yet, who will assert tlmt the 
iionble of aeliieMii'^ tliesi* brilliant qualities is not lost labour, 
wlien be limls that this prodnclion sneeeeded perfectl^v well. 
’Without j)os^essln!.^ a '■li.idow ofiin\ of tliein * 

Of a thiiiiZ '•o completely worthless as a litenvrv composi¬ 
tion, wliiit tmue need be, or can be, said? “We call a 
nettle but a nettle, and the faults of fools but folly," and 
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iuo llKTffrre conslraiiuMl to express <»ur iti(liL,Mianl re^iei af 
bemi; <’(»njpelle(i to class oor stoc k-pict( s, d,iiier« 

veljK le f‘i>r pr.o’tical |nKe«, almost too absurd to excite thi 
laughter of rbiJdreu. No choice, however, is left us. \\\* 
who live to plc'use,” must sonietiuics viehl .t jiotiit of opi¬ 
nion, when the abRiidoninenl involves no derehclion ofjiritj- 
ciple; and, .since the jaiblic clioose topioloiig “ 'i hi' Spoiled 
('hild's"'existence upon the .stage, it must netessuil\ take Ms 
pl.ue 111 a collection w’hich is intended to eoiiipiise e\er\ 
avtiiuj<lt<nnn. 

'riio name of its author is unknown; for, .di in>j'nni'r, 
upon till' subjctl have hilheito failed to unr.uel the iiupoi- 
lant luysti'ry. Being produced on i\!is. Jordan's beiielit- 
niglit, it wa.s at first ]ilaoed to her .iciount; but she “ ^e\)ell- 
ing till' soft inipeachnient.” tlie honour oi its paient.ige wa-^ 
traiisleiied to Mr. Ford, at that [»e.md, the lad\’.*‘ parliculai 
friend, '^oon afterwards, when }>la_\ed at Javeipool, it wa.v 
adveitised as the prodiution of Isaac Ihck< rstalle, who, long 
before, bad ipnlled the eoniitr} , unih r eita iniislances of a 
very disgraceful nalnre. The real author, how evei, noiw itfo 
standing his hteiary iinbeeilitx, seems to ha\e jMissessed sonn 
share of comnion-sensej and wisely kejit lurnseH lonccaled 
Tlie cumjiositioii of such a thing, is an oJlLiiee againsf good 
ta.ste, which few men would bo courageous enough to avow 
tliernsehes guilty of, P. l^ 


c:imf of IvcpiTsinuacioii. 

The time tins pieee takes in rcprc.sentalioii. is one houi 
and forty iniiiules. 

Stage Directions, \ 


By R.ti.H meant.. ....Right \l\v\. 

L n. Felt Ji.iiK 

s.E.Second Fnlranee, 

1.1-:.flpper laiirance. 

Ml)..Middle Door. 

..Door in Hat 

r.h.d. .... Riglit Hand Door. 

Lii.D.. ..Felt Hand Door. 












Cosittniu. 


OLD LiCKLL. 

Old ^:t^hI(lnGd «;nil ol Lrowii clnlli. 

LITTLL FK KI.E. 

Lirsit drcsK — Li'jiit bhu* ifukel and trovscr'', wiillc waist- 
titjji—Seomd drL'S^.—Daik IjUk* jacLci .nid tr.m.vTSj red 


TAO. 

Old tiiniMisi c-oul, llowcred \\aisU‘o.u and btaik satiti 
brceclics. 


SERVANTS. 


Li\ I'lies appropriate. 


Miss PiCKLE. 
Old lavlnonoil siik dret'S. 


MARIA. 


A white trnck. 


m4K(;euy. 

Coloured };owri, vliite apron, and black bonnrl. 


SUSAN. 

.smart coloured gown. 



IJrriJoni^ liVrjprcsJrntrti. 


1 hm !, . 

f ll'i Itf ft III tlf U 

llin/itifi> I,rf. 

Picfih' iMr. ( liUtii*. 

Mr Sitninons 

.Mr. Williams 

Litlfv. /'* jMad 

Mrs. T. Hill. 

Mrs. Ihiker. 

Tag - - Mr, Klliston 

Mr. liiston 

rMr Tajdetire 

LMr. O.xberry. 

John - - Mr. Ki‘(‘l<‘V. 

Mr. Kin^ 

Mr. 1 fammoiiii. 

Thomaa Mr. Moretmi, 

Mr. Heath. 

Mr. Kbsworth. 

James - 

Mr. Oranl. 

j\!r (’oates. 

Miss P - Mr.'^. !iarlo\\c. 

.Mrs. Davenport 

Mrs. Pearse. 

Maria - Miss Siiiitlisou. 

Miss Shaw. 

Mis. Jones. 

Margery Miss I’nKwell. 

Mrs. Coates. 

Mrs. Kendall. 

Susan - Mrs. Sheldon. 

Mrs. Whitmore. 

Mrs\ 1 C Jones 



THE SPOILED CHILD. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I .—A (lining parlour. 

Kilter Old Pickle and xMiss Pickle, r.ij. 

Piik. {R.H.) Wdl, well, sister, a little patience nnd these 
fi(>|j(Kiys w ill he over, tlie boy then goes back to school, and 
.>11 will be quiet. 

Mi&s P. A}e, till ihe next breaking up—no, no, brother, 
unless he is severely punished for what he has already done, 
depend upon it, this vicious liumour will be confirmed into 
habit, and his follies increase in proportion with his years. 

Pick. Now would not anj one think, to hear you talk, 
that my son had actually sorno vice in him? For my part, I 
own there is something so whimsical in all his tricks, that / 
>annot in my heart but forgive him; aye, and for aught 1 
know, love him all the better into the bargain. 

Miss P. Yes, truly, because you have never been a suf¬ 
ferer by them: had vou been rendered as ridiculous as I 
have been by his tricks, as you call them, you would have 
been the fir ,t to complain and punish. 

Pick. N;'y, as to tlmt, l*e has not spared even his father— 
Is there a day passc's that I don't break ray shins over some 
stumbling block he lays in my way ?—Why there is not a 
door but IS armed with a bason of water on the top, and 
just left a-jar, so that egad, I can’t walk over my own housti 
without running the risk of being wet Uirough. 

I\fiss P Ay, no wonder tlie child’s spoiled, since you will 
superintend his education yourself—‘you, indeed ! 

n 
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Pick. Sister, sister, do not provoke mo—at any rate, I 
have wit enough to conceal my ignorance, I don’t pretend to 
write verses and nonsense as some folks do. 

Mm P. Now would you rail at me for (he disposition I 
was born with—can I help it, if the gods have made me po¬ 
etical, as the divine bard says. 

t' Pit'k. Made you poetical, indeed!—s’blood, if you had 
been born in a street near a college, aye, or even the next 
door to a day-school, f might not have been so surprised— 

> but d—n it, madam, in the middle of the Minories, what had 
you to do with poetry and stuff! 

Miss P. Provoking ignorance! 

Pick. Have you not rendered yourself the sneer of all 
your acquaintance, by your refined poetical intercourse with 
■ Mr. Tag, the author, a fellow that strolls about the country, 
spouting and acting in every barn he comes to ?—was he not 
once found concealed in your closet, to the utter scandal of 
my house, and the ruin of your reputation ? 

Miss f*. If you had the smallest spark of taste, you w'ould 
admire the effusions of Mr. Tag’s pen, and be enchanted at 
his admirable acting as much as I am. 

Pick. Do you tell me I can't educate ray own child, and 
irake a lord chancellor, or an archbishop of Canterbury of 
bim,which ever I like, just as I please?— {Young Pickle 
bg draws the chair. Old Pickle falls.) a 

MmP, How’s this—I’ll lay my life that is another ^ick 
of this little mischievous wretch. 

Pick. ( Getting vp.) An ungrateful little rascal, to serye 
roe such a trick, just as 1 hud made an archbishop of hvdi — 
but he can’t be far off—I’ll immediately correct him? here, 
Thomas!—( Going, meets Thomas and Servants fringing 
in covers for dinner.) —But odso, here’s dinner—well, I’ll 
defer my severity till that’s over—but if ] don’t make him 
remember this trick one while, say my name is yot Pickle.— 
.(fPheg sit down to table, Pickle, cutting vp a pheasant .)— 
this is the first phea.sant we have had this season, it 
^Qoljs well—shall I help you—they say anger makes a man 
dfy, but mine has made me hungry—come, Here’s a wing for 
you, end some of the breast. 



EtUer Susan in haite^ L.H. 


Sm. Oh, dear sir—oh, dear madam-r*iny young master—«v ;^ 
^ihe'^parrot, ma’am—oh dear I . ' 

Pick. Parrot, and your young master; what the deuse/i 
tloes tlie girl mean 1 . - ^ 

Mss P. Mean! Why as sure as 1 ILye thi^t viie boy has 
been hurting ray poor bird. ■* 

Su8. Hurting, ma’am—no indeed, ma’am; I’ll tell you the | 
whole truth—I was not to blame, indeed I wasn’t, ma’am 
beskles, I am morally certain ’twas the strange cat that killed ^ 
it this morning. *- ■' 

. Miss P, How! killed it say you ?—but go on, let us hear 
the whole. ,i 

Sus. Why, ma’am, the truth is, I did but step out of the if i 
kitchen for a moment, when in comes my youn^ master, 
whips the pheasant that was roasting for dinner from the 
spit, and daps down your ladyship’s parrot, picked and ; 
trussed, in its place. * ‘ 

Pick, The parrot 1—the de?il. 

{Spits Old the pme he was about to ewhUoWi ) !, 
Sas. I kept basting and basting on, and never thought I 
was basting the parrot. 




Miss P. Oh, my sweet, my beautiful young bird*"^! h^' 
just taught it to talk, too. 

Pick. You taught it to talk—it taught you to talk, you 
mean; 1 am sure it was old enough; ’twas hatched in the bird 
frost! 

Mifs P, Well, brother, what excuse now ?—but run, Su¬ 
san ; and do you hear, take John, and— 


Enter JpHN, L.H. slowly and lame, his face bemd ' 

■ \ 

, 

Oh John, here’s a piece of business. • t 

John. Ay, ma’am, sure e^iow—what you have heard, I efdj 
—business indeed—the poor thing will never recover, v 
Miss P {Joyfully.) What, John, is it a mistake of <1^- * 
san’s—is it still alive ?—but where—where is it, John ? 

John. Safe in stable, and it were as sound—a’ made her 
a hot mash, wouldn’t touch it—so crippled will never have 
leg tb put to ground again. 

b2 
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No, I'll swear to that—for here's one of them. 

{^Holdinq tip a leg on a fork.^ 

Miss P. What does the fool mean? what—what, vthat is 
in the stable—what are you talking of? 

'''i/ehn. Blaster's favourite .mare, Daisy, madam—poor 
’ithing— 

jWhat!—how?—anything the matter 
*wHh Daisy? I vrool^ Bot part with her for— 

John, Ayt, lAtg <}vtte done up—wont fetch five pounds at 
the next fair. 

V Mut9 P. This dunce's ignorance distracts me—come along, 
'I^Bsan. l^Exit with Susan, 

P^h. Why, what can it be? what the devil ails her? 

John. Why, sir, the long and the short of the whole affair 
\|il'as how<^he's cut me too all across the legs—mercy I did 
sot lose ray eyes. 

Piek. This cursed fellow will drive me mad—the mare, 
you scoundrel, the mare. 

John, Yes, sir, the mare-^then too, roy shins—Master 
^ive, the surgeon, says I must 'doint 'em wi'— 

, fHch* Plague on your shins—you dog—what is the mat¬ 
ter with the mare? 

John. Why, sir, as I was coming home this morning over 
.EBick Down, what does 1 see but young master tearing over 
the turf upon Daisy, thof your honour had forbid him m ride 
her^—^so 1 calls to him to stop—but what does he but 
ymAcks his whip in my face, and dash over the gate into Sto- 
neyJLnne; but what’s worse, when I rated him about it, he 
snatches up Tom Carter’s long whip, and lays me so over 
the legs, and before I could catch hold of him, he slips qjut of 
the st^le, and was off like a shot 

Well, if I forgive him this—no—I’ll send him this 
B^ent back to school.—School 1 zounds, I’ll send him to 
mUt. 


Enter Miss Pickle, l.h. 

Well, brother, yonder comes your precious child 
ritering all the way up stairs to himself, some fresh 
tir, J suppose. 

Aye, here he comes—stand back—let us watch him, 
ugh I can never contain my passion long. 

( They wUhdraw to the back of the stage ) 
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Enter Little Pickle, l.h. 


Litde P, Well, so far all goes on rarely, dinner must be, 
nearly ready; old Poll will taste well, I dare say;—parrot, 
and bread sauce—ha ! ha! lia!—tliey suppose they are go»< 
ing to have a nice young pheasant, anpid parrot is a greater 
rarity, l*ni sure—I can’t help thinkin|fdevifi^ tough' 
the drumsticks will be—a fine piece of wtH’k aunt will make, 
when it’s found out—ecod, for aught I know, that may be. 
better fun than tlie other: no doubt Sukey will tell, and JditT. 
too, about the horse—a parcel of sneaking fellows, always 
tell, tell, tell.—I only wisli I could catch them at school once, 
—that is all—I'd pay them well for it. I’d be bound,—Oh I, 
oh 1 here they are, and as I live, my father and aunt—it’s alf 
out I see—to be sure, Pm nut gut into a fine scrape now; f 
almost wish I was safe at school again.—( They come for^ 
ward,) —Oh, sir, how do you do, sir ? I was just coming to— 
Pick, Come, come, no fooling now—^how dare you look 
me in tite face after the mischief you have done ? 

LHlle P. Whdt—what have 1 done 1 
Pick, You know the value I set upon that mare, you have 
spoiled f r ever. 

Littk P. But, sir, hear me—indeed 1 was not so much to 
blame, air, not so very much. 

Mies P, Do not aggravate your fiiiiUs by pretending Jto 
excuse them—your father is too kind to you. 

Liaie P, Dear sir, I own I was unfortunate— I had heard 
you often complain, how wild and vicious little Daisey was;- 
and indeed, sir, I never saw you ride her, but I trembledi 
lest some sad accident might befal you. ,, 

PicA. Well, and what is ail this to tlie purpose? 

Litt^ P. And so, sir, 1 resolved, sooner than you diooki 
suffer, to venture my own neck, and so try to tame her Cm?' 
you ; that was all—anJ so ! was no sooner mountedi..^n 
off she set—I could not help that you know, sir; and so thit' 
misfortune happened; and so, sir—but indeed, sir—‘ 

Pick. Could I be sure this was your motive*—-‘and ’tie 
purely love and regard for your old father makes you tlms 
tea*e and torment him—perhaps 1 might be indined to— 

■ B 3 
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^ Yes, sir, but His no love and regard to roe made 

him beal me so— ' 

^’Little P. John, you know you were to blame.—Sir, in¬ 
deed the truth is, John was scolding me for it, and when I 
told him as I have told you, why I did it, and that it was to 
.hinder you being hurt, hp said that it was no business 

mine, and if tPour neck was broke it was no such 
gresLt matter. T ' " 

1 - IHck. What-oi^ jjreat matter to have my neck broke 1 
Little P. No, so he said; and I was vexed to hear 
'trim speak so of you, and I believe I might take up the whip, 
land give him a cut or two on the legs—it could not hurt him 
[much. 

Piek, Well, child, I believe i must forgive you, and so 
*ahall John too; aye, aye.—But I had forgot poor Poll— 
■wliat did you roast the parrot for, you young dog t 

Little P. Why, sir, I knew you and my aunt were both 
so fond of it, I thought you would like to see it well dressed, 
Jh'ck. Ha, ha, ha!— 

Little P, But dear aunt, I know you must be angry with 
me, and you think with reason. « 

Miss P. Don’t speak to me, f am not .so weak as your 
Either, whatever you may fancy. 

Little P. But indeed, aunt, you must hear me; had 1 not 
loved you as I do, 1 should not have thus offended y^, but 
it was merely my regard for your character. 

Character ! [Pickle kicks him offt l.h. 

Little P. My dear aunt, I always heard that ladies keep 
parrots or lap-dogs, till they can no longer keep lovers— 
and when, at school, I told ’em you had a parrot, the boys 
all saki,. them you must be a foolish old maid. 

MifS P. Indeed 1—impudent young wretches. 

LUtle P. Yes, aunt, and so I resolved you should no 
longttr be thought so—^for I think you are a great deal too 
yoO^jgf and too handsome for an ol6 maid. 

{^Taking her hand.') 

' Pi(^, Come, sister, i'faith you must forgive him, no fe¬ 
line heart can withstand that. 

4f‘Mis9 P, Brother, you know I can forgive where I see oc- 
jmon; but though these faults are thus excused, how will 
answer to a charge of scandal and ill-nature. ^ 
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Licth P. Ill-nature, madam—I’m sure nobody can accuse 
me of^Jrat. 

Mfss P. How will you justify the report you spread,^ 
my being locked up in my closet widi Mr. Tag, the authot 
•—caiv yeu defend so vile an attempt to injure my reputa¬ 
tion ? ^ 

Pick. What, that too, I suppose, from your care of 
her character—and so to hinder yuufr-from being an 
old maid, you lucked her up in her clO$(tV4fi^ this author, as 
he is called* 

Little P. Nay, indeed, dear madam,! beseech you—’twas 
no such thing—all 1 said was, you were amusing yourself in' 
your closet with a favourite author. . j 

*Mi6s P. I amuse myself in my closet with a favourite, 
author I worse and w'orsc. ^ 

Pick. Sister, have patience—hear- 

Mise P. I am ashamed to see you support your boy in 
sudi insdience—!, indeed ! who am scrupulous to a fault I 
but no longer will I rehiain subject to such impertinence, T 
quit yoitr bouse, sir, and you shall quit alt claim to my for¬ 
tune—tliis moment will I alter iny will, and leave n\y money 
to a stranger, sooner than to your family. [jEotiV, r.h» 

Pick. Her money to a stranger, leave her money to a 
stranger! Oh! the three per-cent, consols—Oh, the India 
stock—go, child—fly, throw yourself at your aunt’s feet— 
say any thing to please her—I shall run distracted.—Oh ! 
those consols— 

Little P. I am gone, sir—I’ll tell her she may die as soon 
as she pleases, but she must not give her money to a 
stranger. 

- Pick. Aye, aye, there’s a good boy, say any thing ttr 
please her, that will do very well—say she may die as,soon 
as she pleases,. but she must not leave lier money lo a 
stranger.— [Exit, Littk P. R.H.] —Sure never man ‘wm stri 
tormented—well, I thought when my poor dear wife,!^, 
Pickle died, and left me a disconsolate widoweV;,^ t 
some chance of being a happy man; but 1 know.flot fmw it 
is, I could bear the vexation of my wife’s bad temper better 
than this woman’s. All my married friends were m miser¬ 
able as myself-^but now—faith, here she comes, and in a flue 
humour, no doubt. 

P 4 
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£'nf«r Miss Pickle, R.H. * 

A . . ^ 

^Miss P. Brother, i have given directions for my imme¬ 
diate departure, and am now come to tell you, 1 will j-ersist' 
in my design, unless you this moment adopt the stneme I 
yesterday proposed for my nephew’s amendment. 

Pick. Why, my iligtir sister, you know there is nothing 1 
would not readHy do to satisfy and appease you—but to 
abandon my only ohitd—to pretend Uiat he is not mine-^to 
receive a beggar's brat into my arms—impossible ! 

Miss P. {Goinff,') Very well, sir, then I am gone. 

Pick. But sister, stop—was ever man so used—-how long 
is this scheme of yours to last ? how long am 1 to be deprived 
of him ? 

Miss P. How long! why until he is brought duly to re¬ 
flect upon his bad behaviour, which nothing will induce him 
to do, so soon as thinking himself no longer your son, but 
the child of poor parents—I yesterday spoke to Margaret, 
his old nurse, and she fully comprehends the whole affair. 

Pick. Why, to be sure, as you say, ’twill reform him— 
and as we shall have our eyes upon him all the while, and 
Margaret, his own nurse— 

Miss P. You may be sure she will take care of him— 
well, since this is settled, the sooner 'tis done the belter— 
Thomas! 


Enter Thomas, r.h. 

Send your young master. [Ejcit Thomas, r.h. 

Pick. I see you are finally resolved, and no other way 
will content you.—Well, lieaven protect my poor child. 

Enter Little Pickle, r.h. 

I 

'JUtUe P. Did you send for me, aunt ? 

Pick* Child, come hither; I have a great secret to disclose 
JO you, at which you will be much surpristd. 

LUtle P. A secret, sir! 

Miss P. Yes, and one that requires your utmost courage 
^ hear—^you are no longer to consider that person as you** 



THE SPOILED CHILD. 




' \ 

father, is not so—Margaret, who nursed yon, has con- 
fessM, and the thing is hiifficiently proved, that you are apt 
his sjun, but hers—she exchanged you wlien an infant for ray 
ft realSncphew, and her conscience has at fast compelted her to.< 
makfNhe discovery. 

Littfe P. 1 another person's child !■—impossible l--~ah ’ 
you are only joking with me now, to whetlier I love you 
or not, but indeed—( To Pickle.) —f^^your's—my heart 
(ells me I am only only yoiir's. 

Pick. I am afraid you deceive yourself—there can be no 
doubt of the truth of Margaret's account; but still assure 
3 murself of our protection—but no longer can you remain in 
this house, 1 must not do an injury to my own child—you , 
belong to others—to them you must now go. 

Liltk P. Must 1 tlien give up all 1 hold dear—believe 
me it is not the privation of riclies F regret, but the happi¬ 
ness 1 have ever, till now, experienced of calling you father 
—you aunt. At least forgive me the faults 1 liave cun- 
mitted—you cannot, sure, in pity deny me that. 

SONG.—Little Picki.e, 

Tune—Jc suis Linder. 

ft 

Since then Pm doom'd this sad reverse to prove^ 

To (put each object of my infant care; 

Torn jrom an honour'd parent's tender lovei 
And driven the keenest storms of fate to bear. 

Ail ! but forgive me, pitied let me part. 

YourfrownSi too sure, would break my sinking heart. 

Where'er I go., whate'er my lowly state, 

Yet grateful mem'ry still shall linger here ; 

And perhaps when musing o'er my cruel fate, 

You still may greett me with a tender tear, . ,, 

Ah ! then forgive me, pitied let me pari. 

Your frowns, too sure, would break my sinking heart. 


KND OP ACT I. 
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ACT n. 

SCENE I.—^ P&rlmir. 

Ehier Ml^ Pickle and Marqery, l.h. 

*« 

M P 

Mar. And so, Ml was telling your ladyship, poor little 
master does so take it to heart, and so weep and wail, it ai< 
most makes me cry to hear him. 

Mists P. Well, well, since he begins already to repent, 
his punishment shall be but short; have you brought your 

boy ^vith voii^ 

* ■ 

Mar. Aye, have I—poor Tommy, he came from a-board 
a ship but now, and is so grown, anci altered—sure enough, 
he believes every word I have told him, as your honour or¬ 
dered me, and I warrant, is so dieepish and shamefaced— 
but lierc comes my master—he has hc&rd it all already. 

Enter PiCKLE, L.H, 

But, my lady—shall I fetch my poof Tommy to you, he’s 
waiting without. 4 

Pkk. What, that ill-looking young rascal in th? hall?— 
he with the jacket and trowsers. 

Mar. Ay, your honour!—what, then, you have seen 
him. 

Pick. Seen him!—ay, and felt him too.—The booby met 
me boll at tlie corner, run his cursed carotty poll full in my 
face, and has loosened half the teeth in my head, I believe. 

Mar. Poor lad! he’s a sailor, and but awkward as yet, and 
so shy, I warrant—but will your honour be kind to him ? 

: 'Jmk. Kind to him 1 Why, I am to pass for his father— 

i ? 

Aye, I wish your honour had been poor Tommy’s 
fatl^—but 110 such hick for me, as 1 say to my husband. 

J^k. Indeed I—^Your husband must be very much obliged 
to you, and so am I. 

Mar. But do, your honour, see my poor Tommy once 
dressed in his fine smart clothes. 
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Phki Damme! I don’t half like that Tommy. 

Ml :sft P. Yes, yes, you shall—but now go and fetch him 
herc/to ns; f should like much to see him. 

% Awr. i^Goinfj,') Do you now, madam, speak kindly to 
him-^for, poor boy, he’s quite dashed. [Exit^ l.h. 

Pick, yes, and he has dashed some of my teeth out— 
plague on him. 

Miss Now, Mr. Pickle, I insist tt^iiyour observing a 
proper decorum and behaviour towa^^ i^is poor lad; ob* 
serve the condescension of my depm'tmfflit—metliinks I feel 
a strange inclination already in bis favour, perhaps I may 
advance him by and bye, to bo my page—shall I, brother? 
Ob, here he comes —and 1 declare, as pre-possessing a coun« 
tenance as ever 1 beheld. 

Enter Margery and Little Pickle as a sailor hoy^ L.ir. 

Come hither, child : was ever there such an engaging air ? 

Mar, Go, Tommy, do as you are bid, there’s a good buy 
—thank his honour for his goodness to you. 

LUik P. Be you the old fellow that’s just come to be my 
father ? 

Ptek. (Aside,) Old fellow I he's devilish dashed to be 
sure—yes, I am the old fellow, as you call it—will you be a 
good buy? 

Little P, Ay, but what will you gi’ me ?—must I be good 
for nothing ? 

Pick, (Mimicking,) Good for nothing! nay, that I’ll 
swear you are already. Well, and how long have you been ^ 
come from sea, eh? how do you like a sailor’s life ? 

* SONG, —Little Pickle. 

(NO SYMPHONY.) -Tune—Malton Oysters. 

I am a brisk tend sprightly lady 
Bui just come home from seuy sir; 

Qf all the lives I ever led, 

A sailor's life for me, sir, 

Yeo, yeo, yeo — Yeo,yeo,yeo, 

Whilst the boatswain pipes all hands. 

With a yeo, yeo, yeo, sir, ' ^ 
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tr/ial girl but loves the merry tar ? 

We o'er the ocean roam^ sir; 

In every clime we find a portf 
In every port a homey sir, 

YeOy yeOf yeo, 4'c, ^‘c. 

But, when our country s foes are nigh, 
Each hastens to his gun, sir; ^ 

We mal^ the boasting Frenchmen fiy. 
And bang the haughty Don, sir. 

Yeo, yeo, yeo, ij c. ^c. 


Our foes subdued, once more on shore, 
We spend our cash with glee, sir; 

And when all's gone, we drown our care, 
And out again to sea, si>. 

Yeo, yeo, yeo — Yeo, yeo, yeo. 

And when all's gone, again to sea, 
With a yeo, yeo, yeo, sir. 


Pick. So this is the way I am to be entertained in future, 
with forecastle jokes, and tarpauiing songs. 

iWi'i’s P. Brother, do not speak so barshiy to the poor lad, 
he’s among strangers, and wants encouragement—rome to 
me, my pretty boy, I’ll be your friend. ^ 

Little P. Friend! oh, what you’re n>y grandmother— 
father, ntu.st not 1 call her granne ? 

Pick. What! he wants encouragement, sister—yes, poor 
soul, he’s among strangers—he’s found out one relation, 
however, sister—this boy’s assurance diverts me—I like him. 


Little P, Granne’s mortish cross and frumpish—la, father, 
' what makes your mother, there, look so plaguy foul-wea- 
tbered. 


, ^9$ P. Mother, indeed ! ' 

iVdfe. Ohj nothing at all, my dear, she’s the best hu¬ 
moured person in the world—go, throw yourself at her feet, 
and ask her for her blessing—-perhaps she may give you 
something. 

Little P, A blessing! I sha’n’t be much richer for that 
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neither—perhaps she may give me half a crown. I ll throw 
myself,at her 1‘eet, and usk her for a guinea— {Kneeh.) — 
Dear ^ranne, give me your picture. (Catches hold of ti.) 
% Mih P. Stand ofl‘, w'retcli, am ! to be robbed, as well as 
insulted'^ 

Mar. Fie, child, learn to behave yourself better. 

Little P. Hehave myself—learn you to behave yourself; 

J siiuuid nut have thought of you indeed'—^“get you gone— 
what do you here ' [Beals her out and Eu'ii, L.H. 

Pick. Well, sister, this plan of your’s succeeds I hope to 
your satisfaction—he’ll make a mighty pretty page, sister— 
what an engaging air he has, sister 1 this is some revenge lor 
her treatment ol my poor boy. * (^htde.) 

Miss P. i perceive this to be all a contrivance, and the 
buy is taught to insult me thus—you may re[)ent of tins utr 
paralelled ireatinent of unprotected innocence. [EjcU, r.h. 

Pick. VVhat, she means her lover, the pla)<*r-man, 1 sup¬ 
pose ; but 1‘il watch her, and her consuls too; and if 1 catch 
him again in my house, it shall be Ins lust apjieurunc'c this 
season, 1 can tell him that; and the ne.\t part lie plays shall 
be Captain Macheath in the prison scene, egad. 

Enter Little Pickle, r.h. 

Little P. There they go, ha, ha, ha ! my scheme has gone 
on rarely, rather better than theirs, I think.—Blessing on 
ihe old nurse for consenting to it—I’ll teach ’em to turn 
people out of doors.— Let me see, what trick shall f play *em 
now ?—suppose I set the house on fire—no—no-—’tis too 
soon for that as yet—that will do very w'cll by and bye— 
let me ctmsider—I wish I could see my sister; FI! discover 
myself to her, and then we might contrive something toge¬ 
ther nicely—that staircase leads to her room, PH try and 
call her.— (Coes to r.h.d. and listens.) —There^S nobody 
in the way •—Hist! hist^—Maria—Maria—she hears me, 
slie's coming thi.s way. ( Runs and hides himse^.) 

Enter Maria, r.h.d. 

Maria. Sure somebody called me.—( Looks around.) — 
No,•there’s nobody here—heigho—I’ve almost cried myself 
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blind about my poor brother, for so I shall always cal! him, 
aye,and love him too. . {Gainff.} 

Littfe P. i^Runnin^forward.) Maria!—sister I —s opan 
instant. 

Maria. My brother!—Charles—impossible. 

Little P. ’Tis e’en so; and faith, ’twas all a trick about the 
nurse and child; {coaxed the old woman to confess the 
whole to me—you can't contrive to kill yourself for the hjss 
of me, can you?—that would have a fine effect—is tliere no¬ 
thing J can think of?—Suppose you pretend to fall in Jove 
with me. and we run away together. 

Muna. That will do admirably—depend upon my play¬ 
ing my part with a good will, for I owe them some revenge 
for tlitMr treatment of you j besides, you knutv I can refuse 
you nothing. 

Enter Old Pickle behind} l.h.u.e. 

Little P. Thank you a thousand times, my dearest Maria 
—tlms then we'll contrive it .—(^Seeing Pickle coming be¬ 
hind} they pretend to tvhisper.) 

Pick What! how’s this!—“Dear Maria! and I’ll refuse 
you nothing I”—Death and the devil, ray daughter has fallen 
in love with that young scoundrel and his yeo, yeo, yeo— 
she, too—she embraces him— {^Cornea forward.) —Mighty 
well, young madam—*tis mighty well—but come, you shall 
be locked up immediately, and you, you young rascal, be 
whipped out of the house. 

Little P, You will not be so hard-hearted, sure—we will 
not fiart—here is my anchor fixed—here am I moored for 
ever.— takes hold of her, and endeavours to take 
herawagi resists} and Little Pickle detains her by the 
kemd.) 

MitUt. {^Romantically,) No—we’ll never part — Oh, 
cruel fate. 

Pick* He’s infected her with his assurance already.— 
What, you young minx, do you own you love him ? 

Maria. Love him t sir, I adore him, and in spite of your 
utmost dpfiosition, ever, ever shall. , 

Oh, ruined! undone—what a wretched old man I 
it, Maria, child— 
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Mtirh^ Tliiiik nut to dissuade me, sir—vain attempt— 
no, sir, my alfectioiis are fixed, never to be recalled. 

' Pick. Oil dear, what shall 1 do? what will become of me? 
Qh, a''plaguc on ray plots—I’ve lost my daugiitcr, and for 
aught i*kno\v, my son too—why, child, he’s a poor begg-ar, 
he’s nol worth a six-pence. 

Maria. My soul abhors so low a thougbt —I despise wealth 
—know, .sir, I cherish nobler SLMiliincnts. 

The generous yoath shall own, 

I love him for himself alone. 

Pick, What, poetry too—nay then, it is time to prevent 
further misciiu'f—go to your room—a good key shall assiin* 
your safety, and this young rascal shall go back to sea, and 
his yeo, yeo, yeo, if he will. 

Maria, {Going, r.h.) I obey your harsh commands, sir, 
and am gone—but,alas! I leave my heart behind. 

Pick. Now, sir, for you—don’t look so midaciousj sirrah ; 
don’t fancy you belong to me—I utterly disclaim you. 

Little P. {Laughing.) But that is too late now, old gen¬ 
tleman ; you have publickly said I was your son, and d—n 
me. I’ll make you stand to it, sir. { Threatening.) 

Pick. The devil—here is an atfair!—John, Thomas, Wil¬ 
liam— 


Enter Servants, l.h. 

Take that fellow, and turn him out of doors immediately— 
take him, 1 say— 

Servants. Fellow ! who, sir ? 

Pick. Who' why zounds, him there; don’t you him? 
John. What, my new jioung master—No, sir, Tye tur&ed 
out one already, I’ll turn out no more. 

Pick. He’s not your young master—he’s no sop of mine 
—away with him, I say. 

Sus. No, sir, we know our young master too well for all 
tfiat; why he’s as like your honour as one pea is like ano¬ 
ther. 
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John. Ay, heaven bless him, aiifl may he shortly succeed 
your honour in your estate and fortune. 

Pick {^Ifi a pffssioti , ivulking np and down.) Rjo-ues ! 
villains! I am abused, robbed—{ Ttfrns them out )- there-s 
a conspiracy against me, and this little pirate is at the head 
of the jjangf. 


Thomas, l.ii. with « /ptter 

Thomas. A letter, sir. [VSlciV, lh. 

Pick. Odso, this is from my poor boy, I see—fliis is a com¬ 
fort, indeed. Well, I'll send lor him home now without 
delay.—( Reads .)— 

IJononml sir. I heartiig repent of having so far abused 
your goodness, whilst / was blest with your protection; 
hut as I fear no penitence will ever restore me to your fa- 
voui. I have resolved to put it out of rny power again to 
offend you. by instantly bidding adieu to my eountry fut 
ever. 

Here, John, run, go directly to Margery’s and fetch home 
my son, and— 

JMtle P. {^Interrupting him ) You may save yourself the 
trouble, ’tis too late, you’ll never bring him too now, make 
as many signals, or fire as many guns as you please. 

Pick. What do you mean ? 

Little P. Mean, why he and 1 have changed births, you 
know. 

Pick Changed births! 

Little P. Ay, I’m got into his hammock, and he’s got into 
mine, that’s all; he’s some leagues oflfat sea, by thb time, 
the tide^sferves, the wind is fair, and Botany Bay’s tlie word, 
my boy. 

Pick. Bolan> Bay ! well, I’ll instantly see if ’tis true, and 
if it be, ril come back, just to blow your brains out,'end so 
be either hanged or sent to Botany Bay after him. 

Little P. l^od I like a sailor’s life, so well, I wouldn’t 
care if I were one in reality. * 
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SONG, —Lhtle Pickle, 

foil, dang it! hnw d'ye do! Nan wont yon gC us a hms! 
Wky ichaf's to do with you! here's a pretty fuss; 

/ It go to sea no more, father he says 

For I'm the Wile sadur hoy^ capering on shore. 

Father he apprenticed niCy afi to a coasting ship, 

/ were resohedt d'ye see, to give to them the shp; 

/ went to Yarmouth fair, where I had been before. 

Father came and found me there, capering on shore. 

Nejct out to India, I went a guinea pig, 

Tiien treat to Table Bay, there's a p elty rig : 

Ship driven out to sea, left me and many more, 

FI among the Hottentots, capering on shore. 

1 love a bit of a hop, life's none the worse for that, 

If in my way shtuld drop, a fiddle, that's you're sort; 
Thrice tumble up ahoy, once get our labour o'er, ' 

Then see the sailor boy, capering on shore. 

(^Hornpipe.—-Tune College Hornpipe!') 

[EjLlt, L.H. 

SCENE II. —J garden.—A seat in a bower, much shaded 

with trees. 

Enter Miss Pickle, l.h. 

* Miss P, This is the hou# of my appointment with Mr. 
^ag, and my brother’s absence is favourable indeed—well, 
fter such treatment, can he be surprised if I throw myself 
ito the arms of so passionate an admirer? My fluttering 
eaijt tells me this is an important crisis in my happiness— 
ow much these vile men have to answer for, in thus bewitch- 
ig u;S*!silly girls! 
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Tag, {^Repeats behind the scencff.') 

The heavy hoitn are aItno,\t ])nst 
That part my love and me, 


TJnter Tag, l.ij. 

My longing eyes ntny hope, nf last. 

Their only joy to see. 

Thus, most charming of her sex, do I prostrate myself before 
the shrine of your beauty. {^K'neels,') 

Miss P. Mr. Tag, I fear I never can he yours. 

Tag. Adorable, iovulj’’, the most beautified Ophelja.( 1) 

* 

(1J I liiivc hero generally read the following Rhapsodical Address to 
Miss PicUc, and “ with good approbation."—Ei), 

IN UJill EXCELLENT WHITE BOSOM THERE. 

To that aagt’lu', immaculate, divine, mast refulfimt, scintilatinir, 
luminoHs, and all-vn'if^tng comteUation of virgin excdlence, andiaint- 
likeptuity, these prolific, efifert^eseent, estubtrant fusions nf an ardent 
andfaithful muse, are dedicated udth the deepest prafoundtfi/ oj shtning 
respect, and blazing adtnsratinn, to Miss Bridget Pickle, by fur most 
enslaved admirer, Aecusius Neho Hannibal Scipio Tal. 

Oh ’ Billy Cupid, hear my prayer. 

And aid a wretched love .^ick player, 

Whose heart to rags w ith love is torn. 

And scratch’d with doiihts scarce to ))C home, 
hose soul is harrow’d up with grief. 

Till nanght bat Pickle gives ichef. 

Kot pickled onhms 'tis 1 mean, 

^or pickled cabbage, red or green, 

Nor pickled girkiris, small or big, 

Nor pickled pork, nor pickled pig, 

Nor pickled tarragon, nor samphire, 

Tis purer far than pu'k^erl camphire. 

Not pu kle broutrht from foreign shore, 

Nor any pickle known before. 

A pickle ’tis in all conjplete, 

And when at table serv’d up neat, 
its beauties J perforce mu&tocvn, 

Suri>as80s bcof wlien rouated browm, 

Or tnrkies, pigeons, siiiiics, wild-geese, 

^Vood-corkf-, or widgeons, duck's and peas. 



THE SPOILED CHILD. 


19 


Mtfts P. IiuJcwl, Mr. Taj,'', yuii make me blush with your 
complimonlh 

Taij. Cutuplmuitiis! » call not by that hacknied term 

.he vuice of truth—lovely nymph, ah! deign to bear me, J’il 
.each you what it is to love. 

Mtss P Love—dear Mr. Tag—Oh ! moderate your 
ranspoils—bo advised, think no more of this fatal passion. 
Toff. Think no more of it! 

« 

Can lore be controH'd by adidce, 

Wdl Cupid our mothers obey ? 

Oh, then, consent, my angel, to join our hearts in one, or 
wi\e me my death in a bumper. 

Miss P. (Aside.) Can 1 refuse any thing to such a lover ? 
—but were I, my dear friend, to consent to our tender union, 
low could w(? contrive to escape? my brother’s vigilance 
*ou!d overtake us, and you might have reason to repent of 
ns anger. 

Tay. Oh, he’s a Goth, a mere Vandyke, my love- 

Bfitfear rmkes the da^nyer seem doublet 
iSay, Hymen what mischiefs can trouble. 

A 

have contrived the plot, and every scene of the elopement; 
)ut in this shady blest retreat will I unfold it all—let’s sit 
lown. like Jessica and the fair Lorenzo, here. 

Would you taste the noon-tide air^ 

To yon fragrant bovmr repair. 

( They sit in the bower.) 

hrice music is the food of love, we’ll to the nightingale’s 
omplaining notes, tune our distresses and accord our woes. 

But pickle, ad injifpum bnjrht, 

A constellation, blaze of light— 

Tih biightpst day, niulsl darkest night!— 

A pieUe ’tis ot virgin fatni', 

And Bridget Pitklt is its nacnc. 

Tlico, Billy Cupid, be not hcklc, 

Inspiio the heart of sweet Miss Pickle 
To reap'love’s harvest uitli tby sickle,— 

Oh! Pickle! Pickle! Pickle!! Pickle!!! 
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While Tag is singing in Iturlesgve, enter Little Pickl 
from behind, u^ho steals round the stage and gets behin 
the bower, and s’'ws their clothes together, then goes qv 
L.il.u.E. unperceived bg them. 

Miss P. Oh \ 1 could listen thus for ever to the unite 
charms of loTo and harmony—but how are we to plan oi 
c.'capc? 

Tag. fn a mean tind low attire, muffled up in a grej 
cloak and disguised with a large hat, will 1 await >ou in th 
happy spot—but why, rny soul—w'hy not this instant fl}'- 
ifiis inoinent will I seize my tender bit of lamb—d—m m< 
li«ere I had her as dead as mutton. (Aside. 

^Jiss P. No, ( am not yet eijuipped for an elopcmen 
and what is of more consequen e still, I have a casket • 
_|c,vels prepared, rather too valuable to leave behind. 

Tag. That is of some consequence, indeed, to me. 

Mg diamond, mg pearl. 

Then be a good girl, 

Until I come to you again. 

Miss P. Come bitck again in the disguise immediateh 
and if fortune favours faithful lovers’ vows, I will contrive l 
slip out to you. 

Tag. Dispose of me, lovely creature, as you please, bi 
don't forget the casket. 

Little Pickle runs in, l.h.u.e 

LUtle P. Gratine ! grnnne ! 

Tag. Granne!—D—in me! 

Miss P. What rude interniption is this^ 

Little P. Ntahing at all—only father is coming, that's al 
Tag. The devil lie is—what a catastrophe’ 

' (Both rise. 

Miss P. One last adieu.— (Embracing,') —Think you w 
shall ever meet again ? 

( Theyfind themselves fastened together, and struggle 
Tag. D—m me! if i think we shall ever part. 

Miss P. ( Tenderly.) Diui’t detain me, wont you le.\ir 
go ? ' ' 
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Tag. Zounds, I wish you were gone .—{.They etrvgg/e, 
id at laatget Jtee, and nut off\Mifts Picfib^ r.h. and Tag, 
u.u.E.) 


Enter Pickle, l.h.u.e. 

Pick. Wt'il, all's not .so bad as I feared—he is not yet 
•lie lo sea, and Maigery assures me I shall see him eie 
ng. quite another dung from what he waS'^but now let me 
)k alter my sMor—thougli slie made me play the fool, I'll 
kc care to prevent her—I mu.st not give up the con.suls too 
-hut odso, I have nut yet seen my daughter, Pll to her first, 
Rt voimg yeo, yeo, yen, should get her shipped off — and 
lien 1 have seeiired fiUeeii, i’ll look after filty—but who’s 
inimg here '* 

Enter Mtss Pickle, r.h. with a casket. 

Mists P. {Passing* over to the bower.^ Mr. Tag, Mr 
-ig—1 l.ope h(‘ Ks reiurned—how 1 tremble—kind Cujml, 
Hide your votary’is feeble stops—Oh, my dear Mr. Tag, 
ike the easket, and let us make haste, that we may escape 
L'lore my brother comes.— {Catches hold of Little Pickle, 
ho li behind the bower, disguised as Tag. Little Pickle 
fswng her hand. They run towards Old Pickle, toho 
lines fotiL'cud and slops them.) 

Pi(k. Y our most obedient liiimble servant, madam—well 
id filly, t^gad—sir, vour most obseipiious, Mr. Alexander, 
fr. Uomeo—John—William—'^I'liomas,— {Calling the ser- 
•ints ) —\ou sha’n’t want attendaiits, mighty prince; but 
ia\hapyou had lalhi'r sh’ep in a castle, great hero; we have 
oineiiietit goal close by, where jou'll be very safe, most 
lu.sli lous chief. 

Miss P. llea\ens ’ a goal! poor dear Mr. Tag, a victim 
) lus love for me—oh, let us iiiiplote his forgiveness—in- 
eat him t(/release you. j {To Tag.) 

Little P {Kneels, throws off his disguise ns Tag, and 
iipears in his own hair, though still in the sailor s dress.) 
lius/let me implore for pardon, and believe, that a repent- 
:)c/ so sincere as mine, will never suffer my heart again to 
a/der from its duty towards liim, 

'uJi. What’s this? my son!— {Embracing Little^Pickle.) 
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—Ods m> heart, I’m glad to see him once more—but yo 
wicked scoundrel, how did you dare play me siuh tnoks f 
Little P. Tricks! Oh, sir, recollect y<»u have kindly par 
«loned them already; and, if these our kind and genernii 
spectators will but own they have been amusor! by my ellbu- 
J ^}m^ be tempted once more to transgress 


Dispoftition af tfw Characters when the Curtain falls. 
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The second title—High Life above Stairs,”—which is 
generally prefixed to this farce, shews plainly enough whence 
the author derived the hint of his drama, and the views be 
had in composing it. The satire of << High Life Below 
Stairs” having succeeded in exposing and diminidoting the 
profligacy of domestics, he has here aimed at effecting a si¬ 
milar reformation amongst their employers, by placing the 
follies of fasionabie life in a very odious and contemptible 
point of view. Whether the picture is quite corretet, we pre¬ 
tend not to determine; but, it appears to have been thought 
so by the writer^s contemporaries, with whom it was a re¬ 
markable favourite. He indeed rested his chance of succeas 
upon strong ground, for the writer who inveighs bitterly 
against foreign fashions, manners, servants, and cookery; 
the dissipation of the higher orders; and the contamimi- 
tion their morals are said to experience from a residence 
abroad, adopts an almost infallible method of securing ap¬ 
plause in an English Theatre. The latter was an incessant 
topic of lamentation among the croakers of the last genera¬ 
tion. Johnson's jocose remark that “ all foreigners are 
fools,” was by them parodied into “ all fordlgners and 
•knavesand the Grand Tour was believed to place in 
jeopardy both the souls and bodies of those who were so 
weak as to undertake it. For a quarter a ceittory, 
during the exclusion of our youth from France and Italy, the 
apprehensions of moralists upon this score were stiflSbred to 
lie dormant; but, with the return of peace has returned the 
old pause, and we we are again in danger of seeing our 
comedies and farces fllled with monstrous caricatural dlT 
travelled fops, infected with all the vices, real and ima¬ 
ginary, of our cominenial neighbours. 

The piece before us is rather a comedy in miniaKiure tb$b: 
a farce, according to the notions at present etiterMlned cl, 
the latter class of compositions. We are accustmned Idok 

^ a stronger species of excitement than sufficed to ^kla 

/he p^tes of our grar'^sires; and, after having fed op<^ 
the^ghly seasoned dish^^of equivoque and ludicrdiiS'bci- 
placed before us by ra^ern farce-writers, wohavellUb 
omach for mere satire, however spirited, or delineations of 
liaracter, however accurate. The after-pieces of Colman 
fan,^ O’Keefe have completely driven from the stage dnofte of 
Garrick and Foote; and though we esteem tbd old eompom^ 
Xions highly, their successors have so many fascinating 
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ticsj that we scarcely know how to regret the change.— 
“ Not that we love Ccesar less, but that we love Rome more.” 

We should nevertheless regret to see “ Bon Ton'’ banish¬ 
ed altf>gether from the Theatre. The dialogue is delightfully 
lively; Uie unsophisticated integrity of the country knigh* 
IS excellently contrasted with the polislicd heurtiessness of hi« 
town relatives; and the readiness with which the domestic 
ape the follies of their superiors, is handled in a manner 
which seems clearly to betray the pen that lashed their 
knavery in“ High J^ife Below Stairs.” The paucil 3 ' of in¬ 
cident somewhat tasks the patience of a modern audience ; 
yet the silunliom at the close of the firat act are higfily effec¬ 
tive, and few surprises are better contrived than that in the 
second. Sir John I'rotiey’s lamentations over the deca,v of 
old fashions, and his antipathy to modern improvements, 
^oem to have supplied the hint of a popular character in one 
of Mr. Janieson’s comedies, which has hitherto enjoyed the 
credit of being perfectly original. Davjf and Jessamyan: 
pleasant reprobates, and Mias Tittvp is a most captivating 
coquette. Of her virtue perhaps we must not speak very 
highly; but as in the end, her rigid uncle seems to be satis- 
ified upon that point, and the lady declares, as usual, that hei 
head and net her heart was in fault, we shall nut be so ifl- 
bred »s to quosiiou her veracity. 

The moral of this piece has been warmly commended, 
though we scarcely know for what reason. Gaming and 
some other fashionable vices are satirized, ’trs true; but, the 
k^rigiips of two dissipated females, whose chastity totters 
throughout, and is at last jweserved by mere accident, though 
they may servo to amuse young ladies and gentlemen of 
eighteen, are not likely to contribute much to their edifica¬ 
tion ; CMpectaliy as the culprits do no harsher penance for 
their fatly than tliat of taking a little country' air,” while 
tbwr wolild*he seducers march off iriurnphantiy. 

** Boti Ton” was first performed at Drury Lane^ Theatre, 
on the 18th of Marcdi, 1775, and. was printed in vhe saf. •* 
year>»wilb the following encomium upon Mr. King |5 .^xerf 
te it., 'dacii a comphfnent, pro^Jeding at the close V'* his 
esrecir Ihnm such a man as Garrick, must have imparted 
on gratification to the object of it;— 

Ms little drama was brought out last st*ason for the bene- 
a token of regard for one,who, during a long 
i}0iit^%fM9 ttever known, unless' confined by real illness, 
|ppQ$iit the public, or distress the manager.” P. P. 
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Fashion in ever^ tkinff bears sov^reiffn swa^t 
And words and periwigs have hath their dag; 

Each have their purlieus too, are n^ish each 
In stated districts^ wigs as weUms speech* ^ 

The Tylmfn scratchy thwhduht and TempU tge, 

The parson^s featherAopifri&t^d bread, and high! 

The coachman^s €aidiflower,bmU tiers on tiers! 
Differ not more horn hags and brigadsers^ 

Than great St. George'Si or St. Jameses ^dglest 
From the broad dui&ct of Broad St. GfiUs. 

What is Bon Ton? Oht damme»ctiee a Buck**- . 
Half drunk—ask me, mu dear, and geiu*fe inh(^! 
Ben. Tdh te sweat, hrecut windows, beat the vttdchi 


Ah / / loves life, and all the jogs ii gields-*--^^ 
Sags Madam Fusseek, warm from Sjintal^ids. 
Bone Tone's the space 'twiwt Saturdagani Monday, 
And riding in a oneAiorse chair o' Sunday! ;, 

’ 7Vs drinking tea on summer cflterneone ' '' \ 

At Bagnigge^ Wells, wi^ ckma, and gUtspedne l 
' Tis laging by our stiffs, rmi deaks, andgsdtenSf 
To dance Vowd'dlions^ all in silks 
Vulgar! cries Miss* Oh^rve tn 
The feather'd spinster, and thrice fwFh^d wife! 

The Clm's Bon Ton. Ben Ton's a eenetant tmde . 
f Bm, Fesiino, Ball, Anc^ Masquerade! 

Village and puj[^fi^,.s\si^ i *lic sometkis^ nms! 
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Nature it thwarts, emd t^^rndbde aU rwtsen; 


Tis stiff French sle^s, andfr%^ when out ff vtasohs 
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A when half a if the pricei 

A ffl of ha^St scarce higher them eiee mtcf 
To puit fnends ypu never muh to 
Marrioffe *t%cixi ihoeet teho never can 
Old dowagerst pairUedt patch*d^ - 

This is Bon Tm, und this m cuU tBO %ivUjf: 

Such is Bon Xonf and walk itiiiyh 

In buildingt setilhlrngt ^hting, 

And various other shapes, ^twill rini^'e/k/w. 

To-night mr Ba'^s, with bold, bv^^lsia^e'iigle, 

Bits vffa sketch ot two, like Barl^m^s: 

Should connoisseurs allow his roUj^iraughitt strike 'em, 
’ Tw'dlbe Bon Ton to see Vm andto'Bke '‘em. 
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ACT I. 


SCENE h'^An ApdtHmiM at L&td MinikinU, 

Enter Lady Minikin and Mias Tittup, a ji. 

wstf ^..K'jB.nob^y dear, I have the teast regard 
lii|3[,'S^ovo f(^ to before 1 married him, 
and you know, matriiiiiei^ If tie bree^ of afbction; but it 
hurts my pride, that h» should neglect me, and run after 
other women. 

Misg T. But pray, hate you made any new discoveries of 
my iord^s gallantry ? - 

Lady M. Npw discoteriea! why, I saw him myself yes¬ 
terday mormtig in a backney-eoai^ with a minks in a pink 
cardinal; yonsludi abtotely bum yours, Tittup, fori shall 
never bear to see one pf that colour again. ^ 

Mm T. Sure she does not sis^met me^^Aiidt.y^Aod 
wftere was your iadyditp, {>ray, ate you saw him 

Takiili>^ ait Celood Ttvy 'in^iicar- 

^*^*|£^* But, my^dear Minftdi^ howto you be so 
angry that my lord waahuiawycmr ^ide, as call it, in 
the h^ney^toi, when you hid tom in 
tT, in tlm cotoTa carriage? 


V 
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Lady M. What, with iny lord’s friend, and friend’s 
lover I—( Taket her by the hand) —O fye,'Tlttup I 

Miss T. pooh, pooh, love and friendship are very fine 
names, to be sure, but they are mere visiting acquaintances; 
we know their names indeed, talk of ’em sometimes, and ,iet 
’em knock at our doors, but we never le» ’em in, you know 

{Lei^kif^ togm^iy at her .) 

Lady M. I vow, Tittup, you are extt%mely p«dite. 

Mm 7\ I am extremely indiderent in tbeseaflhirs, tbanlvs 
to my education.—'We must marry, you know, because 
other people of fashion marry; but ] should think ver> 
meanly of myself, if after 1 was married, 1 should feel the 
least concern at all about my hud)atKi«' 

Lady M. I hate to praise myself, “and yet I may with 
truth aver, tliat no woman of quality ever bad, can have, 
or will have, so consummate a contempt for her lord, as f 
have for my most honourable and puissant Earl of Minikin, 
Viscount Perriwinkle, and Baron Titmouse.i—Ha, ha, ha ! 

Mise T. But, is it not strange. Lady Minikin, that merely 
his being your husband diotild create such inditference? for 
certainly, in every other eye, his lordship has great accom¬ 
plishments. 

Lady d#,'Acoomphsbiiients! thy bead is certainly tuioed; 
if you know any of ’em, pray let’s have ’em; they are a no¬ 
velty, and will amuse me. 

Mias T. Imprimis, he is a man of quality. 

Lady M. Which, to be sure, includes ail the cardinal vir- 
tues—poor girl 1— go on 1 

Mies T. He is a very handsome man. 

I^dy M. He has a very bad constitution. 

Miee T. He has wk. 

Lady M He is a lord, and a little goes a great vray. 

Mies T. He has great good nature^ 

Lady M» filo woi^r—^’s a fool. 

MulT, And 4henbis fortune,you’ll allow—. 

La^M. Was a great one—4)Ut he games', aiW, if fairly, 
he’s undone: if not, he deserves to t)e bangedVanif'^^j 
exit ftiy Lord Minikin.—And xMr, let your wise udc’«, and 
my good coustn Sir John 'Plotley, Baronet, enter: where is 
l»eipray? 

Mise Tl fn Ms own room* I suppose, readiiig pamphlets 
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.and nG^ira|xi|f;er8 against the enormities of the times; if he 
$taj9 iH»re : 3 [Klon^, notwitbttancfing «iy expectations 
from hiilif certaini^ affront him. 

tatfyi^X am a gneat favourite; but it is impossible much 
luriger to ao^tip very righteous ideas of thing8.^fs it 
not f)U>asaiit to he«|'listn abuse eveiy body, and every thing, 
.Hid yet always fin^M with a ** You’ll excuse me, cousin!'’ 
—H<i. Iiii,hal '?V 

Miss T. think the Goth said to me yester¬ 

day? One of dmlkbolS of his tye banging down his left 
shoulder, and his fringed cravat nicely tvristed down his 
breast, and thnast tfn^^iigh iib goki buUoU'hote, which look- 
i>d exactly Barbel’s head in his collar;— 

Niece Tittti|^'’'^W' lie> drawing himsiBlf up, ** I protest 
against this mamyEsT oC Conducting yourself both at home and 
abroad.”—Wtiat am your cdbjections, Sic John?” answer¬ 
ed I, a little pertly.—** Various and manifold,” replied he; 

I have no time to enumerate particulars now, but I will 
venture to prophecy, if you keep wliirling round the vortex 
)}f pantheons, operas, festioos, eoteries, masquerades, and 
all the devibdes in this town, your head will be giddy, down 
you will fall, lose the name of Lucretia, and be called 
notfibj^but Tittup ever after.*—You’ll excuse mcf cousin! ” 
—and so he left me. 

JLady M, O, the barbariaii 1 

Enter Oymp, t,H. 

Gyrnp^ A card, your Ijidydup, from Mrs. Pewitt. 

Lady M. Poor Pewitt t—If ^e can but be seen at public 
places, with a woman of quality, die’s the happiest (ff ple¬ 
beians .—(^Reade the eard>)-rr 

“ Mrs. PewUCe reapeeU ip JkfmiittihamiMiM 
^ifpy hepee tq hfitpe tM pkatwte rdti^iny ikm ^I/ddy 
Filligreds kdl thie 0 mHitff*-*^JUltfy.lkMey sets ^ 

»H^V’fr^cortfmly attei^ hor*—^ymp> put sopm message eards 
upi^a iny4o/i€t*,f*Ujs^ ht^^aiSAnsurer tmnrndMely; and 
<me of my footmen, mat h$ dmwhnake some vidis ft>r me, 
<lay, again, and send me a lud of .those be made : 
be must be ^re to call fit ^dy Ps^tboes, and iC dm j 
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imluckily be at home, he mint say that he came to iuquire 
after her sprained ancle. [^EJ-U Gymp^ L.u. 

T. Ay,ay, ^ive our compliments to her sprained ancie. 

Lad'^ M That womairs so sbe^ll never get well of it, 
and I am resolved not to call at her door myself, till I 
sure of not finditrg her athpme.*-*4 am horribly low spirited to¬ 
day : do send your colonel to pUty at chess with me—since he 
belonged to you, Titty, 1 have taken a kind of liking to 
him; I like every thing that loves my Titty,* 

T, 1 know you do, my dear lady. 

Lad^ M, That sneer 1 don't like; if she suspects 1 
shall hate her.— (^Aside.) —Well, dear T»tty, 1*11 go and 
write my cards, and dress for the masqtierade, and if that 
wont raise my spirits, you must assist me to plague my lord 
a little. [£> 2 ^ L.H. 

Miss 7*. Yes, and Til plague my lady a little, or I am 
much mistaken. My lo^ shall know every tittle that has 
passed : what a poor, blinds half-witted, self-conceited crea¬ 
ture this dear friend and relation of mine is! and what a One, 
spirited, gallant soldier my colonel is! my Lady Minikin 
likes him, he likes my fortune; my lord likes me, and 1 like 
my lord; however, not so much as he imagines, or to play 
the fooJ so rashly as he may expect.—What a grealit^olu- 
tion m this family, in tlm space of llAeen months I—^We 
went out of Eugdand, a very awkward, regular, good Eng¬ 
lish family; but half a year in France, and a winter passed 
in the warmer climate ^ Italy, have ripened our minds to 
every rednement of ease, dissipation, and pleasure. 

Enisr Coi.pNfiL TiW, I..H. 

CoL T. May I hope, madam, that your humble servant 
ha4.aome tihare in your last reverie t 

Mm I*. How is it posable to have the least knowledge 
of Ccdonei Tivyi and not fpako faim the principal object uf 
ono^srel^ioas?. 

C^. T* That tnan must hav^^ very little (eeling-and 
who is not proud of a p^oe thoughts of the ^nest wo¬ 
man m Europe, . 

MssT. 0mduhell . v (CuHti6*€ind6lmhes.) 

Col* Tv By my hoiwur, mada% I mean what I say. 
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Mm T. your tidttoar, cjolone!! why wUt you pass olf 
your counters to me 1 don't I know that you fine gentlemen 
regard nO honour but tfeai which is given at the gaming ta¬ 
ble; and which indeed ought to be die only honour you 
shs-uld make free with! 

Cof. T. How can you, miss, treat me so cnteHy! have I 
not absolutely fonswom dice, ratsttess, every thing, since 1 
dared to offer myself to you? 

Mm T Yes, colonel, and when I dare to receive you, 
you may return to every thing again, and nut violate the 
laws of the present liappy matrimonial establishment. 

Col. T. Give me but ydnr consent, madam, and your life 
to come—- 

Mm T. f>o you get wiy coment, cnlunef, and I’il take 
care of my life to curne. 

Col. T. How sliall f get yotfr consent ? 

Mm T. By gettingme in the humour. 

Col. T. But how. to get you in the humour ? 

Misi T. O, there are several ways J I am very good-na¬ 
tured. 

Col. T. Are yon in the humour now ? 

► ' Miss T Try me. 

C(TT. How shall I ? 

Miss T. How abaH I f —you a soldier, and not know the 
art mifitary ?—bow shall 11—I’ll tell y<hi howj-^when you 
have a subtle, treacherous, politic enemy to deal wkh, never 
stand shilly-shally, and lose ymir time in treaties and par- 
lies, but cock your hat, draw your sword j^march, beat 
tlrum,—dub, dub, a-flub—present, fire, pifl‘ pauff,—'tis 
done J they fiy, they yidd-—Victoria ! Victoria ! 

Col. T. i^lay, stay, my dear, dearangeli 

' (Arii^tna ikor haosk.) 

Mh$ T. No, no, no, f h«vo do time tef be kHied now; be¬ 
sides,'t4dy*Mtnikin is in ih'e*tra]pburs,'and wants you at 
,chess,*anddny lord is ldw-spjrited| and wants me fit piquet; 
hi^'*und^ IS in ah HI hunioplg and wants moHo discard you, 
and go with him irtto the .' ' ' 

CoL T. And will ypn, miss! , ■ ' ’ 

Miss'T. Will f!—no, J never do as I am bkl i “but you 
ought;—so go to my lady. 

B 3 
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CoL T, Nay, but, . 

Mm T, Nay, buft, colonel, if yoo wont obey your com 
mandingr officer, yo«i eboald be t^oke, and then niy man 
wont accept of ym ; so march, cobnei!—iook’ee, sir, 
will command before mairiaife, and do what I please after 
wards, or I have b^n well (^ucated to very little purpose 

[iSlciV, R.fl 

CoL T, What a mad devil it is t—Now, if I liad the leas 
affi*ctioti f(»r the girl, I idiould be damnably vexed at this 
—but she has a fine fortune, and ! most have her if 1 can.*- 
1 ul, loi, lol, &C. nnginfff R.n 


Enier Sm John TftortKY and Davy, l«h. 

Sir John, Hold your tongue, Davy; you talk like a fool 

Davy. It is a fine place, your honour, and 1 could liv< 
here for ever. 

Sit John, Mwe shame for you:—live here for ever I— 
wlmt, atriung thieves and pickpockets!—what a revolutior 
since tiiy time! the more 1 see, the more I’ve cause for la 
mentation; what a dreadful ohange has time brought 
in twenty years! I should not have known the p}ace'*lSgain 
nor the people;—all dte signs, that made so noble an appear 
ance, are all taken down;—not a bob or a tie-wig to be seen 
all the d^rees, from the Parade in St. James’s Park, to tiu 
stool and brush at the corner of every street, have their haii 
tied up—and that’s the reason so many heads are tied uf 
every month. 

Dary.l shall have my head tiedupto.morrow^lllr.Wisi 
will do it for me—^your honour and I look like Philistine, 
among ’ein. , ' ^ 

Sir /oAn. And I shafi break ymw head if it w tied up; : 
hate inoovattops ^~^alj confusion,-and no dtstincttoti I*—tht 
streets nowarerha iRnootb as a tutbp^e-road 1* im rattling 
and exerctie hi the hackney^^snaehei; those whos^kle m ’e>i 
are ait fast asleep; and they have atiingi in their ^pda, 4h.$r 
the coa^hgpl^m^ pull to wak% bni when they areie be se 
down luxury and a£omtnatk>nl 

Is it 90 , ymir henout; 'fecktns, I like it hugely. 

" Sk^John. But 3'QU must hate and detest London. 
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Dav^. How can I manage that,i your honour) when, ibere 
i?s every thing*to delight my eye, and cberieh my heart? 

Sir John. ’Tts alt deceit and delusion. 

Davy, Suclicrowding, coaching, carting, and squeezing; 
snrji a power of fine sights: fine shops full of fine things; 
and then such fine itiuminaiions alt of a row! and such fijte 
dainty ladies in the. streets, so civil and so graceleias;—they 
talk of country girls: these here look more healthy and rosy 
hy half. 

Sir John, Sirrah, tliey are prostitutes, and are civil to de¬ 
lude and destroy you. 

Davy, Bless us, bless usl-^mw does your honour know 
ail this ?—were they as bad in your time ? 

Sir John, Not by half^ my UmodhOre was a 

sort of decenev in the worst of women:—but the harlots 
now watch like tigers for tlieir prey; and drag you to their 
dens of infamy—.see, D«i^, how they have torn ray neck¬ 
cloth. Im, 

Davy, ff you bekd gone civilly, your honecir, they would 
nut have hurt you; 

Sir John, WcU, we'U get away as fast as we can. 

pavy. Not this month,.! hope, for 1 have not had half my 
belly^il yet. 

Sir knock you down, Davy, if you grow profli¬ 

gate ; you sha’nH gp out again to-night^ and to-morrow keep 
m my room, and slay till I t^an look, ovec niy things and see 
they don't cheat you* 

Davy, Your hooofir then wont keep your word with me ^ 

(SulkUy,) 

Sir John* Why, what did i ppomtse you ? 

Davy, That I idiould tako .sd^n'mh of one of the tliea- 
ires to-night, and a shilting' place at the other to-morrow. 

Sir /oAa. Walk, weih .S9 did a moral piece, 

Davy? ' , 

Davf. Oy^ and. wnttasK a cbigyraatt; it k called the 
* Rival O^namieii;, of Briggaoocia.’' 

. ^ir John. Be a good lad, aadlfs^' lim wmifae than my 
word; IhereV money for turt 

come strait home, for f diad waM tchgo t^Mwd.. 

Davy, Tohfi suris, your haapii^-ffaed'im,to'g^ 
rit make a nigltt j^dhadsi end 

'* » 4 
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Sir John, This fellow would turn rake and ^accaroni if 
he was to stay here a week longer—bless me, what dangers 
are in this town at every step!—^My niece Lucretia, is so 
be-fashioned nnd bcMieviited that nothing, I fear, can save 
her; however, to ease my conscienee, f must try; b«t 
what can be expected from the young women of these times, 
but sallow looks, wild schemes, saucy words, and loose mo¬ 
rals !—They, lie a-bed all day, sit up all night; if they are 
silent, they are gaaiing, and if they talk, ’tis either swdal 
or in^elity; and that they may look what they areHbetr 
heads are all feather, and round their necks lat- 

tle-snake tippets.-^ terapora, 0 mores! ^ R.ii 

SCENE Minikin** Drwsinff Roam. 

•** i 

Lord Minikin diseopored in his powdering-^gown, mdh 

JummY and .MignON. 

Lord M, Pr’ythee, Mignon, don’t plague me any more; 
dost think that a nobleman’s head has nothing to do but 
be tortured all day under thy infernal fingers? give me my 
clothes. 

Mignon. Von you lose your monee, my lor, you no^t 
humour; the devil may dress yourcheveu for me i 

[Emit, L,fi.D. 

Lord M. That fellow’s an impudent rascal, but he’s a 
genius, so f must bear with him,—O, my bead 1—^ chair, 
Jessamy I —I must absolutely change my wine^erchant: i 
can’t taste liis champaigne without disoniering myself for a 
week ! —^beigho. ( Sighs. ) 

BnJtsr Muss Tittup, l.h.— passes over to r.h, Lord 

Minikin's chaw, 

t * 

Miss T- What ma^s you sigh, ray kird ? 

Lord M, Because yon were so near me, child. 

Miss T, l^ead! I Should rather have thought my lady 
had been mm yop^by. your looks, my lord, I afraid 
Fortune jilted you Ipt night. . 

Lord M, No, faith; our,chatfl|]i|dgoe was not gpjg|d yes- 
terday, and I am vaponred like our Ee^hh Novemb^; but 
one glance of my Tittup can dbpe) vapburs !iko«-like— 

J^s T, Like something veiy fine to be sure: but pray 
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keep your for the next time-end hark*ee—a iittlc 
pradence will notbenmisa; Mr, Jessamy will ihtrtkyoo mad, 
and me worse. aside.) 

Jessamy. 0, pray don’^t mind me, madam. 

' LordM, Gadso, Jessamy, took oui my domhxs and Til 
ring the bell when f want yo\i. 

Jessamy. I shall, my tord.—Miss thinks that every body 
is blind in the tiouse but hersetf. \Astde^ ^nd essUf L.«.n. 

Miss T. Upon my word, my lord, you must be a little 
more prudent, or we shall becometlie town-Uik. 

Lord M. And so I wiH, my dear; and therefore to prevent 
surprize, PH lock the door. 

Miss T. What do yon mean, my lord ? 

Lord M. Prudenoe, child, prudeoee; I keep alf my je^vel.«« 
under lock and key. 

Miss T. You are not in possession yet, my lord; 1 
cannot stay two mintites j f only ciftine to tell you that Lady 
Minikin saw m 3 ’^esterday, in the hackney-coach; she did 
not know me, 1 believe ; she pretends to be greatly uneasy 
at your neglect of her; she certainly has some mischief in 
her head. 

M. No intentions, I hope, of being fond of me? 

T. No, no, make yourself easy; she hates you ihost 
unalterably. 

Lord M. You have given me spirtliagain. 

Miss T, Her pride is alarmed, that you should prefer any 
of the sejr to her. 

Lord M. Her pride then has been aidtrmed ever sinoa I 
had the honour of knowing her. 

Miss T. But, dear my lord, let us be merry and wise; 
should she ever be convinced that we have a iendr^ for each 
other, site certainly would proclaim it, and Uien<— 

Lord M. We should be envied, and she wouhl Jbh liio|^ied 
at, ray sweet cfouwn’. * 

Miss T. Nay, I would have her inoiitM tun^fbr though 
I love he;'’ ladys^p ! cannnt but I love a little 

mischief as sincerely; but^then if my utM 3 !e f rddey should 
know of our alTairs, hb bld-fat9iioned, pru^h, and dtit- 
of-the-way, be would either stnk^ mg out w his wilbor inskt 
upon roy quitting tite house. ' , - . 

Lord M. My good coti^n is a queer mdrtal, that*s bertain; 

B5 - . 
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I wish we could get him handsomely into the country again-— 
be has a fine fortune to leave behi^ him. ^ 

Mits T. But then he lives so regularly, and never makes 
use 01 a )>hysic^aii, that he may live these twenty years. 

Lord if. What can we do with the barlmrian ? ^ 

Mits T. I don’t know what^s the maUer with me, but 1 am 
really in fear of him; I suppose, reading his formal books 
when I was in the country with him, and going so constantly 
to church, with my eibpwa stuck to my hips, and my toes 
turned in, has giveit me tiie#s foolish prejudices. 

Lord if. Then you must afiront him, or youll never get 
the better of him. 

Sir John. (Knmking mtkmU^ «l My lord, my 

lord, are you busy ? {Lord Mimikingm ioftlg to l.h. d.) 

MUi T. HeaveiM! His that detestable brute, ray uncle! 

Lord M. That horrid dog, my cousin! 

Mm T. What diall we do, my lord ? (Softly .) 

Sir John. (/Ittai.c.) Na}’, ray lord, my lord, £ heard 
you; pray let me speak with you. 

Lord M, Ho, Sir Jt^n, is it y<«i ? 1 beg your pardon, I'll 
put up my papers and open the door. 

Mm T. Stay, stay, my lord, £ would not meet him now 
for the world J if he sees me here akme with you, he’ll^r’ 
like a madman; put me up the chimney; any where. 

{Alar'md,') 

Lord M, (i£/oiid.) I’m coming, Sir John! here, here, 
get behind my great chair; he sha’nH see you, and you may 
see all; £H{ be short and pleasant with him- 

(Puts her behind the c^ir, and open# t.H.o.) 

Biier Sm John, Ufi.During tkU Lord Mmkiti 

turns the chair, m Sir John moves, to cornea} Mm T. 

I ^ 

Sir John. YouHl excuse me, roy lord, that I b^ve broken 
in upon you: £ heatd you talkitig petty loud; x?hat have 
you nobody with you ? what tvere you about, cousin ? 

{Looking about. 

Lord M* A paritcdgr Sir lobn; £ always lock my^ 
self up to study my speeches, and speak ’em aloud for the 
sake k the tone and action. 
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Sir Jofm. {SiU.(hwn*)< Ayi ay,.’lis Uw belt way; I am. 
sprry I dulurli^d yov ;-~you*^ eji^se eoustti! 

Lord M, I am ratiter t/biiged to you, Sir ddl}»; intonHo 
application to iheie tbinganiinsjiny hoateb* but one .must do 
jt for the sake of tlm nation 

Sir John, May be son I hope, the nation* will be- the better 
for’t—y om’II ojtpiwe me i 

LordM. Gaccuse you, Sir John, I ioi^ yoar.rmtiknew; 
but why, wont'you be< always some¬ 

thing for dinn^) and you will nafver dipe at home* 

Sir John, Xm mu^ knnw^ niy iordi lc^yn,to know 
what I eat;—1 Imte to tmveb whei:e«l don’t^kantif my. way: 
;^nd since you have brought in/oreigii'^tshions and %aries, 
every thing and every masqqei'adie t your men 

and manners too are as much friitered andTrka^d^ asyoitr 
beef and mutton ; I iovci a plain diisb» my lord.*>*^Bui to the 
p<jint I came, my lordi to open my raio^ to yoti about my 
niece Tittup: shall I doit freely ? 

LordM, The freer the better; Tiitiup’sa doe girl, cousip, 
and deserves aU the kindness ycm canfS^wli^. 

{Lord M, and Mis& xT> ai mch othert) 

Sir John, She must deserve it ihotigb, before she jhail 
and 1 would itave her- begin with, lengtitening her 
petticoats, covering htr shoulders, aiKi wearing a cap upon 
her head. 

Lord M, Don’t you think a taper leg, falling shoulders, 
and fine hair, delightful objects, Sir John ? < 

Sir John. And tberefiare ought to be concealed ; ’tis their 
interest to coryceU theto: when you take fretu the men the 
pleasure of imagination, there wilt bo a scai'ctty o(' husbands; 
and then taper legs, taitiug sh^uldera, and hair, may be 
had for oolblog. . 

Lord M. Well said, ^ir John; Ha, ha I —your niece 
shall wear a horseman's oi^t and jack-boots to please you.— 
Ha, ha, ha 1 

Sir John. Yott may i^y lord* bat for- all that, I 
think iny niece in. a batl way^, she must me and 
country, fomoeth, to travel and see good company and fa¬ 
shions; .1 have seen ^el^ tocw and v^sb fr^ my .heart that 
she IS riot much the worse for her journey*—you’ll e:sccuse 
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jLard M, But wh^r m a passion. Sir John?—Don't you 
think that my lady am I dhali be able and willing to put her 
into the roadt 

Sir John, Zounds! my lord, you are out of it yourself; 
this comes of 3 '^oiir IraveHing ; all the town know how yoi^ 
and my lady live together j; and I must tell you—you’ll ex¬ 
cuse me!—that my niece sufi^rs by the bargain; prudence, 
my lord, is a very fine ilung. 

Lord M. So is a long n^cloth nicely twisted into a but. 
ton bole, but 1 don’t choose w wear one—you’ll excuse me! 

Sir John, I wish that he who first cban^ long neckcloths 
for sudb things as y<m wear, had the wearing of a twisted 
neckcloth that i would give him* 

Lord M* Pry’thee, baronet, don’t be 90 horridly out-of- 
the-way ; prudence is a very vulgar virtue, and so incom¬ 
patible wiUi our present ease and refinement, that a prudent 
man of fashion is now as great a miracle as a pale woman 
of quality; we got rid of our mauifais hontOi at the lime that 
we import^ our neighbour’s rouge, and their morals. 

Sir John, Did you ever hear the like 1 I am not surpriz¬ 
ed,. my lord, that yon think so lightly, and talk so vainly, 
who are so polite a husband; your lady, my cousin, is a 
woman, and brought yon a fine fwtune, and deserves 
usage.. 

Lord Hd, Will you have her. Sir John ? slie is much at 
your service. 

Sir John. ProlSigate 1—'What did you marry Iter for, my 
lord? ' 

Lord M, Conveniei^.—^Marriage » not new-«Mlays, aq 
affair of inclination, but convenience; and they who marry 
for love, and such old-fashioi^ are to me as ridiculous 
as those that advertke for an agi^^ble companion in a po^st- 
chaise. 

Sit John\^i^OrooOio Ho R^.) t have done, my lord; Miss 
Tittup shall either return whh me itido the conntr}^ or not a 
p^ny shaii ihe from'Sir. John Trolley, &ronet.— 
(md waiho adw.V^Prayj my lord, what hus¬ 
band is^this you have provided forfvqjrt 

JiotdMrh friend of mine; a man of wit, and a fine 
gonliemai}. ' ^ ' 

^ Sir /o^,May bean, and yeimakea damnied bad husband 
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for a!i You’ll! excuse toe!—What estate has he, 

pray I 

Lord M. He* a colonel; his elder brother, Sir Tan Tiyy, 
will certainly break his neck, and then toy foiend will be a 
happy man. * 

iSf'r /Ma. Here’s morals! a happy man when his brotherf 
has broke his ne€k1-<»a happy man-—mercy on we! 

Lord M, Why, he’ll hare wx thousand d year, Sir* 
John—— 

Sir John, f don’t fcare what he’ll have,' nor I don’t care 
ahot he is, nor who my niece waities; she is a fine lady, and 
let her have a fine gentleman; I dta’n’t hinder her;— 
{CroHsoi to L.H.)—ni away toto' the codntty to-morrow; 
and leave yon to your fine doings; ■ ^ have no’ relish for *em, - 
not I; I can’t live among you, nor eat wito you, nw game 
with you; I hale cards and dice'; f Will iwiiher rcb nor be 
robbed ; j am contented with what I have, and am very hap¬ 
py, my lord, thoiigh niy brother has not broke his nCck— 
you’ll excuse me! [Ejeii 

Lord M. Ha, ha, ha! Come, fox, come (tot of your hole! 
ho, ha, ha! < 

Mm T, Indeed, my Lord, yon have undone me; not a 
ioofstial! I have of Trolley Manor, that’s positive!—^but no 
matter, there’s no danger of his breaking his neck, so I’M e’en 
make myself happy with what I have, and behave to him for 
the future, as if he was a |)oor relation. 

Lord M. {^Kneeling, Aer Aond, and khiing «lr.) 

I rattst kneel and adore you for your spirit; niy sweet, 
Itoavenly Lucaretial ■ . 

Sir John. thing I had forgot— 

MUb T. |lal he’s here ag^l * 

Sir John. Why,'whatthedflyjl l*e-heigho,my niece Lucr^ia, 
and my virtuous lord, atndying speeches for the good of the 
nation.—Yes, yea, yt^^baVe been making fine speeches, 
indeed, my Lorrl; end your argumenta have previttlMv ^ 

I beg your pardon, I did not mean to interrupt yow wtudies 
—you'll excuse me, my lord I—(Crossss to Cenffs.} 
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Xjord M. {Smilingy (mi? excuie 

toe, Sir John! 

Sir John,. O yea, my lord, bnl rm afraid the devil wont ex¬ 
cuse you at tlwi proper time-—Mias Lucretia, how do you. 
child? You are to be married soon-^I wish the gentlemai^ 
joy, Misa Lucretia; he is a happy man to be sure, and will 
want noUuyg but the breaiting of his brother’s neck to bo 
completely so. 

MUs 71. Upon my word, uncle, you are always putting) 
bad constructions upon thingat my lord has been soliciting 
roe to many his friend—^aad having that rooroeat—extorted 
a consent from me—he was thanking—tuad—and—wisliing 
me joy—in his foolish manner,— 

Sir John, Is that ajl {--^but.liow came you here, child ?—did 
you fly down the chimney, or iti at the sriiglow ? for 1 don't 
remember seeing you when f was here before, 

3Iffs T. How can you talk so. Sir Ji^n ?—You really 
confound me with your suspicions;—and then you ask so 
many c^iieslioiis, and I have jk> many to do, tliat—that 
—uppn ray word, if I don’t make haste, I shan’t get my 
drea$ ready for tlte ball, so I must run—You’ll excuse me, 
uncle j [Exit runnirigi L.I1.D. 

Sir Jghn. A fine hopeful young lady that, my lord L 

Lord M. She’s well brpd« trad has wit. 

John, She has wk and breeding enough to faugh at her 
relations, and bestow favours on ytair Iprdship, but 1 must tell 
you plainly, my lord, you’ll excuse me, that your marrying 
your lady, my cousm, to use her kl, and sending for my 
niece, your cousin, to debauch her— ^ 

Lord M, You’re warm, Sk John, and don’t know the 
world, and Jf never eontund with igboraoeo and passion; live 
with me some time^ aud ymi’ll be sattalad of my honour and 
good Hitentioiis to you and your family; in the mean time 
command my house 1 must away 

imihediately to jUdy Fiilfgrt(^fn'«t}d f am sro^ry you wont 
maice one with tis—here, Jemsra^i give me my domino, and 
call a chair; and don’t let my unde want for any thing; 
you’ll excuse roe. Sir John; tol, |<d(h^efol; 

Sir J^m, The world’s at an end!—heiress flue work I here 
are precious doings 1 this lord is a pillar of the state too: no 
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wonder the buiidtng^ is in danger witb sueb rotten . 
porters;—heigh hoi—-ftnd then ray poor Lady Minikin,what 
a friend and husband she is bless^ with!—let me consider! 
—should J tell the good woman of these pranks, 1 may only 
yiake more mischief, and mayhap go near to kill her, for 
she’s as tender as slteV vlrttioos;—poor lady! i’ll e’en go 
and comfort her directly, and endeavour to draw her from 
the wickedness of this town into the country, where she aliall 
have reading, fowting, and fishing to kee{> up her spirits, and 
when T die, I will leave her that |mrt of my fortune, with 
which I intended to reward the virtues of Miss Lucretia Tit¬ 
tup, with a plague to her! [iSlciV, l.ii.d. 

SCENE III.— Apartment, 

Lady Minikin, r.h. and CotoNEi. Tivy, t.n. discovered. 

Lady M. Don’t urge it, colonel; I can’t think of coining 
home from the masquerade this evening; though 1 should puss 
for my niece, it would make an uproar among (be servants; 
and perhaps from tlie mistake break off your match with 
Tittup. 

T. My dear Lady Minikin, you know my marriage 
with yimr niece is only a secondary coasidoration; ray first 
and principal object is you—you, madam!—therefore, my 
dear lady, give me your promise to leave tlie ball with me; 
you must. Lady Minikin; a bold young fellow and a sol¬ 
dier as 1 nRRif 00^1 not to be kept from plunder wiien the 
town has cafRtulated. 

Lady M.^ But it has not capitulated, and perhaps never 
will; however, ookmel, since you are so furious, I must come 
to terms, I think—fCeep your eyes upon me at ttie ball, I 
think I may expect that, and when I drop niy handkerchief, 
’its your signal for pursuing; I shall get home as fast as i 
can, you ®iay follow me M fask|rpu canGyrop will let us 
in the b^k way.—No, w, roy iwart misgives me f 

CoL T. Tlien I am nusorable! 

Lady M. Nay, rathei^an you should be miserably co¬ 
lonel, I will indulge ywir martial spirit; meet me in the 
field; there^s my gauntlet .—dawn her ghve^y 

CoL T. (Sming Asr.)—Tbui 1 accept your sweet ^al- 
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Itinge; and, if ( fail you, may I hereafter bolhiin lave and 
war, be branded with the name of coward.— {^Kneels and 
khaes fiat hand ,) 

Enter Sir John opening the door, R.U.o. 

Sir John, May I presume, cousin— 

Lady M, Ha !— {Squalls,) 

■ Sir John, Mercy upon u«, what are we at now!— {Looks 
astonished.) 

' JLady M. How can you be so rude, Sir Jirfin, to come into 
a lady’s room without first knocking at the door ? you have 
frightened me out of my wits! 

Sir John, f am sure you have frightened me out of mine ! 

CoL T. Such rudeness deserves dead)! 

Sir John. Deatli indeed ! for I never ^11 recover mysolf 
again<^Alf pigs of the same stye^ all studying for the good 
of the nation f 

Lady M. We must soothe him, and not provoke him.— 
{Half aside to the Colonel.) 

Col, T, i would cut his throat, if you’d perrait me.— {Aside 
to Lady Minikin ) ^ — 

Sir John. The devil has got his boofin the house, and has 
corrupted the whole famil^; I'll get out of it as fast as 1 can, 
lest he .should lay hold of me too.—( doing.) 

Lady M. Sir John, I must insist upon your not going 
away in a mistake. ' . . 

Str John. No mistake, my lady, I am thorou^ly con¬ 
vinced—mercy on me! 

Lady M, 1 must beg you, Sir John, not to make any 
wrong construotbns upon Uiis accident; yoq must know, 
that tlie timiicient yoti iy«s at the door-—I hftd 'promised the, 
colonel no longer to be his enemy in his designs upon 
Miss Tittup,—U»8 threw, bin^ into such r n^itorey^tliat upon 
my promising my interest with you-^and widiing Him joy— 
hb fell Upon his knees, and-^nd-Hl h4, ha, ha! 

Col. T, Ha, ha, ha! yes, yea, f fell upon my knees, and 

Ay, ay,feB upon j^rltnees^aml—and—4ia,ha I 
a good joke, faith; and Uie best of it Is, that they are 
vb^ing Joy ail over the house upon the same ocGasum: and 
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my lord welshing joy; and I wish him and you, willi. 
ail my heart. 

Lady M. Upon my word. Sir John, your cruel suspicions 
a£fect me strongly fo r.h.d.) —and though my 

Resentment is curb^ by my regard, my tears cannot be re¬ 
strained j His the only resource my innocence has left. 

cTyiny^ 

Col. T. I reverence you, sir, as a relation to that Lady* 
hut as her slanderer I detest you;-*r(Cro#m to r.h.)—- her 
tears must' be dried, and my honour satisfied; you know 
what I mean; take your choice;—-time, place, sword, or 
pistol; consider it calmly, and determine a« you please. I 
am a soldier, Sir John. [jEirsf, Bt&B. 

Sir J. Very fine truly I and so lietween the crocodile and 
the bully, roy throat is to be cut; they are guilty of dl sorts 
of iniquity, and when they are discovered, no humility, no 
repentance !-*~the ladies have recourse to their tongues or 
their tears, and tbe gallants to tlwir swofds,-*-That I may -not 
be drawn in by die one, or drawn upoti by ilio other. Til 
hurry into the cmintry whde I retain nty senses and can 
sleep in a wholeskio. R.HpD 


end of act I* 


* . ACT II. 

• V 

I V 

SCLNIi Aparim^ at Lard MimHn'r. 

Enter 3m John and JfissAINhr; 

Sir /. ‘There is no bWing this I vihat a fend m we in 1 
upon my word, Mr. Jess^y’, you should look weft to tN 
house, there are certainly^ogUM about it : for I did but twm 
the way just now to tf!n:|«imf3lhU^sho|is to % a touch oLthe 
times, and tliey had a phicfc at my WaKdi; bttt i beard of 
dteir tricks, and Ifed it sewed to my pocket. 
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Jessamy, Don’t be alarm’d, Sir 4obn; ’tia ^^very com¬ 
mon thing, and if you walk tlie streets without convoy, you 
will be larked up by privateers of all kinds; ba, ha! 

Sir John. Not be alarmed when I am robbed I— why, they 
might have cut my throat! I shan’t sleep a wink all night; 
so pray lend me some weapon of defence, for 1 am sure if 
they attack me in the ojHin street, they*U be with me at 
night again. 

Jouamy. I’ll lend you my duelling pistols, Sir John; bo 
assured there’s no danger; there’s robbing and murder cried 
every night under my window; but it no more disturbs me, 
than the ticking of my watch at my bed’s head. 

Sir Well, well, be that as U will, I must be upon 
guard. What a dreadful place this is! but all owing to the 
corruption of die times; the great folkf game, and t^ poor 
folks rob; no wonder that murder ensues; sad, sad, sad' 
—well, let me but get over tot-nighi, and I’ll leave ibis den of 
iliievcts to-morrow»t^how long will your lord and lady stay 
at this masking and^ummery before they come home 'i 

Jmamy* Tis isapomiye to say the dme^ wr; that merely 
depends upon the spirits of the company and the nature of 
the entertainment; for my own part^ I generally make it _, 
myself till four or five in the morning. . 

SiT John. Why, what the devil dwyou make one at these 
raasqueradings ? 

Je^mmy. 1 seldom miss, sir; I may venture to say that 
nobody knows the trim and small talk of the place better 
than I do; 1 was always reckoned an incomparable mask. 

Sir John. Thou art an incomparable coxcomb, 1 am sure. 

i^Aoide,) 

Jesmmy. An odd, ridiculous accident happened to me at 
a masquerade tliree years ago; ! was m ti^^'^p spirits, and 
had drank a Jittle too freely of the dmmpaigne, I believe. 

Vou'llbeJmnged^lbeiki^^ {Aside.) 

Joitumy^ Wit fiew about—in short I was in spirits—at 
last, from drinkjog and raiding, to vary the pleesare, we 
w^t to dancing; and who do yon think I danced a minuet 
with? he! he! pray guess. Sir 1 

Sir /o4n. Daoc^ a minuec with! aside.) 

Jteeamy. My own Myt that's all; (he eyes of the whole 
fusembly were upon us; .my lady dances well, and I believe 
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I am pretiV tolerable; after the dance f was running' into a 
iitUc coquetry and small talk with her. 

Sir John. With your Lady?—Chaos is come again) 

* With my lady—but upon my turning my hand 

thus^(Caac 0 t^a(:iC/y)—egadj, she caught me; whispered me 
who I was; I would fain have laughed her out of it^ but 
it would not do;—no, nq, Jessamy, Bysshe,I am not to be 
deceived: pray irear gloves for the luture; for you may as 
well go bare^faeed, as show that hand and diamond ring, 

( Creases to R.H.) 

Sir John. \Vhat a sink of iniquity !-*-Pro8tiiution on ail 
sides!from the lord to the pickpocket,— (^Aaids.) —Pray, Mr. 
Jessamy, among your trther vii^ei, I suppose you game a 
little, eh, Mr. Jessamy ? 

Jeasam^. A Uttie whisl or so j—but I am tied up from the 
dice; 1 must never touch a box again. 

Sir John. I Wishyou waa tied up somewhere else.— 

—rshall go to ihy room; and let my lord and lady| and 
my niece Tittup know, that I beg they will excuse ceremony i 
that I must be up and gone before they go to bed ? tliat I 
4iaye a moat profound respect and bve for diem, and—and 
—Ui^ f hope we shaU nhtar see oim ancdiar again as long 
as we live. 

Jeaaamy. I shall certainly obey your commands^what 
pour ignorant wretches these country gentlemeiy are 1 

{Aside and eeeitt R.u.) 

Sir /oAn, Iff slay in ih» plai^ another day, it would throw 
me into a fevfr!—Ob I—I widb it was morning!—this comes 
of visiting my relations!. 

. Enter Davt, l.h. 

* 

So, you wicked wretch you?**HiribBTfi kave you b^o^and 
what havdyou been doing? '' 

Davy* Mferry-making, your honour^—^London for ever! 

Sir John. And did I not order you not to make a j^ka* 
napes of yourself, and th^Jour hair up tike a ertonkey !— 

Davy. And therefore 1 did It—ftq plea^ng d»e ladies with* 
out this—my lord’s servants call yhu an old etrtr4>f-la3hicmed 
codger, and havcpUHgljt me what’s what. 
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Sir J&hn^ Here's an imp of the devil 1-—he *m undone, 
and will poison the whole country.—'Sirrab, get every thing 
ready, I'll be going directly. 

Davv^ To bed, sir want to go to bed myself, sir. 

Sir /ahn. Why how now—-you are drunk too, sirrah. 

Davv. I am a little, your honour, because 1 have been 
drinking. 

Sir /o&H, That is nol all— but you have been in bad com¬ 
pany, sirrah 1 

Indeed your honorfr’s mistaken, I never kept such 
good company iri all my lifo. 

Sir J^kn. The fellow does not .understand me—where 
have you been, you drunkardf 

/>« 2 ry; -Hrinking to be sure, if I am a drunkard; and if 
you h^ been drinking too, as t have been, you would 
not be in such a passion with a body-^t makes one so good> 
natured. 

J^rJ&hn. There is another a»ldiboij to my misfortunes! 
1 shall.have this felbw carry into the country as many vices 
as will coiTupt the whole parish. 

Daay. I'll take what 1 can, to be sure, your worsliip. 

Sir /ifhn. Oet away,, you beast yOb, and sleep oflT the- 
debauriiery you haTe eovitracted'iihia fortnight, os* F'slbaU 
leave you lAindf, as a prbper person to make one of Itis 
lordship's faimly. 

Dary. So miicli the better—give me more wages, less 
work, and tlie key of the aic-cellar, and I am your servant; 
if not, provide yourself with another. {^Stnits about ) 

Sir /fi/m. Here's a repw^toT—this is the riompletion of 
my misery I but hark'ee, villain—go to bed—and sleep off 
your iniq[uity, and tlien pack up the thingj, or Til pack 
you off <o Newgate, and transport you for ^Im, you rascal 
yon.' ' . ’ R.h, 

Dapy.' That for you,' old codger .—{Smps 
—\ know the Jaw better lhad to be frighteiied wl'fb' htoon- 
sbine: t wish that I was to live here an my day^—this is 
lifh indeed! a servaht Ijvi^ up to his eyes in clover; they 
have wages, and tord vl^ges, oM nothing to do, but to 
grow fat and i^ncy—they sSre as, happy as tlieir master, 
they |My Ibir ,over at cards, swear like emperors, drink 
like dshes, and go a wenohiitg with as much ease and tran* 
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quillit;^, ai^if they were goiiaig to a semioti. Oh 1 ’tis a fine* 
life! Tteling^ t.H. 

SCENE tl .—A Chamh9r %n Lord Minikin*s house. 

Enter Lord MiNigm and Mmb Tittuf* in masqueratk 
dresses, tickled j£$SAHY, 

} 

Lord M. Set down the candles, Jessamj; and should 
your lady come home let me know—be sure you are not out 
of the way. . 

Jessamy. 1 have lived too long with your lordslnp to need 
the caution—who the devil have we got now ? but that’s 
my lord's business, and not mine. [islriV, l.h.d. 

Miss T. (PuiUng off her mask.) Upon my wm'd, my 
lord, this CM,)niii}g home so soon from the masquerade is very 
imprudent, and will certainly be observed—1 am most incon¬ 
ceivably frightened, I can assure you-r-niy undo TroUey 
has a Tight in his room; the accident thii^ morning will cer¬ 
tainly keep him upon the watch—pray, my lord^. let us 
defer our meetings till he goes into the ccMintry.—I find that 
Ifiy ^giish heart, tJbough it has ventured so far, grovra 
fearful, and awkward to practise the freedoms of warmer 
climes .—(Lord Minikin takes her hy the Aand.)—*!f you 
will not desist, my lord—we are separated for ever—the 
sight of the precipice torus niy head; I have been giddy 
witli it too long, and must turn from it while 1 can—pray 
be quiet, m)^rd, I will meet yoU to-morrow. 

Lord M. TS-morrow! ’tis an age in my situation—^Jel the 
weak, bashfuy coyish whiner be itiuraidaied with these faint 
alarms, but 1.0 the bold esperienced.lover kindle at the dan¬ 
ger, and ihe eagle in the midst of stdrms thus pounce 
upon his prey. . : . ( koid ^ her.) 

Miss % Dear Mr. Eagle, be sperciful; pray let the poor 
pigeon fly for this once* • 

Lord M. If 1 do, my dove, may I be cursed to have my 
wife as fond of me, as I,am now of -d*e©. * 

• her,) 

Less&my. ( HMout, k^oekir^ at My lord, i»y 

lord!— ' 
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. 3/m T. (Scriamt^) Ha,! , 

/lOrd 3/. Who’s tliere? 

Jessamy, {Peeping.) *Tls I, my Jord; may I come in? * 
Lord M. Damn tlie fellow! What’s tl«6 matter ? 
lessamy. Nay, not much, my lord-Knily my lady’s come, 
home. 

Miss T. Then I’m undoue-^what shall I do^—I’ll run 
into my own room. 

Lord M. Then she may meet you— 

Jessamg. There’s a dark deep closet, my lord—miss may 
hide herself there. 

Miss T. For heaven’s sake put me into it, and when her 
ladyship’s safe, let me know, my lord.—What an escape 
have 1 bad! 

Lord M. The moment her evil spirit » laid, I’ll let my 
angel out .—{Puts her into Lock the door on the 

inside.—Come softly to my room, Jeswamy—- 
Jessamy. If a board creaks, your loid^up ^11 never 
be liberal to me again. [Ejoeunt^ on iipioe^ r.h. 

Enter Gymp, Hghting in Lauy Minikin and Colonel Tivy,** 
in masquerade dresses^ L.fi,D. 

Gymp, Praj', my lady, go no farther with the polonel, 1 
know you mean nothing but innocence, but I’m sure there 
will be bloodshed, for my t<ud is certainly in the house—I’ll 
take my afildavy that 1 beard— 

Col. T, It can’t be, I tell y(m ; we tell him this moment at 
the masquerade—^I spoke to him before I camet out. 

La^ M. He’s too bw, and too wdl emp^yed to think 
of home—-but don’t tremiw so, Gymp. Then > is no harm, 1 
assure ypii--*tbe colonel is to maryy.tny niece^nd it is pro¬ 
per to settle some matters i^ating to iiN^they at to us. 

Gifmp. Yes^ yes, madam, to be sure it is proper that you 
talk tog^ber-^I know you mean nothing bnt inaocence— 
but indeed there will be btoodiMI. • 

,€hii. T* The girl’s a totA. I have^m sword by my side. 
Gymp. But my lord has, andt^en may kill one another 
igkh know yen i»ean«notbing bnt innocence, but I 

certiun^ jidM gO up the baok-maifs ktto his own room, 

talking wkh lesmmy. * ' 
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Ihdy M.* ’Tis impossible but the girl muAt have fancied 
this—Can’t you ask Wbisp, or Mignon, if their master is 
cdine in? 

Gymp. Lord, my lady, they are always drunk before this, 
,s;id asleep in the kitchen. 

Lady M. This frightened fool has made me as ridiculous 
os herself' hark!—ijolonel, I’ll swear there is something 
upon the stairs—now I am in the Held I find I am a coward. 

Gymp. l‘l>erc will certainly be bloodshed. 

CqL T. I’ll slip down with Gymp this back way then. 

(^Going.) 

Gymp. O dear, tny lady, tliere is sometlung coming up 
them too. 

Coi. T. Zininds! I’ve got between two fires j 

Lady M Run into the closet, 

CnL T. {Huns to tite eloaot.) There's no retroat-^the 
door is locked! 

Lady Af. Behind the chimney-board, Gymp. 

CoL T. I shall certainly be taken prisoner — {Gets behind 
the boardf R.H. t» flat.) —^you’ll let me know when the ene¬ 
my’s decamped. 

Lady M. Leave that to rae-'Hio you, Gymp, go down the 
b^k siMrs, and leave me to face my lord, I think I can match 
him at hypocrisy. down.) 

Enter Lord Mlnikin, r.h. 

Lord M. What, is your ladyship so soon returned from 
Lsdy Fillagre^? 

Lady M. {^eaiedf L.ti.) I am sure, my lord, 1 ought to 
be more surpri^ at your being here so soon, when I saw 
you so well & i^rUtined in a tete-a4ete with a lady in crim¬ 
son—such sfy^ts, my lord, will .always drive me from my 
most favoudte amusmnents. 

Lord Mi {Seated, R.H.) Yoto find! at least, that the lady, 
whoever she was, could not engage me to stay^ when I fou^ 
your ladyship had left the ball. 

Lady M, Your !onl8hi|l*s sneering up^ njy, unhappy, 
temper may be a proof of your" wit, hqt it ts pone nfyo**r 
hurimnity; aix! th» behaviour is as gineat in insult upon me, 
as even your frMSod^^^lf, {l^tendt t$ weep,) 



BON TON; Oft> 


u 

Lord sM'. Noy, my dear Lady Minikin, if yoti 4re rcLolVed 
to [day tragedy, I ahaJl roar away too, and pnll out my cam^ 
brie bandkerchiff. 

Lad^ M. 1 think, my ^wd, we had better retire to our 
apartments; my weaknete and your brutality will only e.T- 
puse os to our servants.-"Where i« Tittup, pray ? 

M. I left her with the colonel—a masquerade to 
yoM^ folks upon the point of matrimony, ts as delightful 
as disgusting to Iho^ wlio are happily married, and are 
wise ooough to love home, and the company of their wives. 

( Takes hold of her hand,) 

Lath M. False man I—1 had as lieve a toad touched me. 

(Aside,) 

Lord M. Siie gives me the frisoone—I must propose to 
stay, or 1 shall never get rid of her.— (Aside .)—I am 
aguish to night,—he—he—do my dear let us make a little 
fire here, and have a family by way of novelty. 

(Rin^s a bell.) 


Enter Jessamt, b.U. 


Let ^em take away that chinnie!y4)€iard, and lighta i^c hef^' 
immediately. 

Lady Jut What shall I do t‘-^(A8tdei and greatly alarms- 
ed.)—Here, iessamy, there is no occasion—am goine’ to 
my own chamber, and my lord wont stay here by himself. 

(Exit Jeseamy^ r . u . 

Lord M‘ How cruel it is, Lady Minikin, .to deprive me 
of the pleasure of a domestic duetto.—A g(^ e8Caj)e, faith! 

I (Aside) 

Lady M. f have tbo^ much regaitd for lj|rd Minikin to 
agree to any thing that would aff4:^ hirn tw Ih^^jpleasure.— 
i to m own apartment, i 

M, WdA, if your lady^ip will be cr^l, I must 
still, tike fhe'mfaer, starve and sigh, though poss^ed of the 
trcasoire.---(^o«>#.)---J Widt your ladyship a good 
mgbi^Ars tkh* tme eand&f^md Lady Mindkin. the 
eeksr.y^May ! presumb^, (<Sb/ifrec her,) 

M* Your kvdWdp is too obliging.-"Nasty man! 
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L}h*4 M. Disag reeable woman,— wipe 
their lips find exeunt; Lady M. l.h. L^rd M. b.h. ceremo¬ 
niously. 

^flss T. ( Peepiny out of the closet.') All’s silent now, and 
qSjiie dark ; what has been doing* here ] cafmot giietw—I long 
to be relieved; ] wish rny loi^ was come—but I bear a 
noise! ( She shuts the door .) 

Col. T. {Peepiny over the chimney-hcard.) I wonder my 
lady does not come.—I would not have Miss 'Fit*up know of 
this—''tvt'ould bo ten thousand pounds out of my way, and 1 
can’t alTord to give so much for a little gallantry 

Miss T {Comes forward.') What would my colonel 
say, to find liis bride, that is to be, in thi.H critical situation ? 

Enter Lord Minikin, r.h, in the dark. 

Lord M. Now to release my prisoner. 

{Comes forrrardo l.H.) 

Enter Lady Minikin, l.h.d. 

• Lady M. My poor colonel will be as miserable, as if he 
were b&sieged in garrison; 1 must release him. 

( Qomg towards the chimney .) 

Lord M. Hist! hist! 

Miss T. 

Lord M. > Here I here ! 

Col. T, J 

Lord 3/ way. 

Lady M. .---'{They all grope till Lord Minikin has 

got Lady 3/irt^m, and the Colonel Miss Ti) 

Sir John.fMpeaks without^ L.H.) Lights this way, I say; 
get a blund||li%uss. 

Jessamj Indeed you dreamt it, there is nobody buttlie 
• ( AH stand and stare.) 


Enter Sir John, l.ii. in ku night'^ap^ and sword dra^m, 
^ wim Je^samy. 

Sir Joim. G’- candle, I’ll ferret ’em out, 1 war- 

underbids, I say; they have been skipfnng 
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about that gallery in the dark this half hour; there rh’jst be 
mischief.—I have watched them into this room—ho, ho, are 
you there?—If youatir, you arc dead men— i^Thetf retire^ 
—and— {^Seeing the ladies.') — women too !—egad—ha ! 
what’s this? the same party again > and two couple they atle 
of as choice mortals as ever were hatched in this righteous 
town—^you’ll excuse me, cousins I 

( They all took confonnded,) 
Lord M. In the name of wonder, how comes all this 
about ? 

Sir John. Well, but hark'ee, niy dear cousins, have you 
not got wrung partners!—here has been some mistake in 
the dark; 1 am mightily glad tliat I have brought you a 
candle to set ail to rights again—~you'll excuse me gentlemen 
and ladies. 


Snter GvMPt R.n. loitk a candle. 


Gymp^ What in the name of mercy is the matter ? 

Sir John. Why the old matter, and the old game, Mrs. 
Gyrnp; and I’ll match my cousins here at it against all the*" 
world, and I say done first. ^ 

Lord M. What is the meaning, Sir Jtdin, of all this tu¬ 
mult and consternation? may not Lady Minikin and I, and 
the colonel and your niece, be sgeii in iny luMise together 
without your raising the family, and making thkt uproar and 
confusion ? ' 

Sir John. Come, come, good folks, I see 4>u are all con¬ 
founded, I’ll settle this matter in a mometf'—as (or you, 
colonel—though you have not deserved plate dealing from 
me, I will now be serious;— {^Crosses to t\loneL )—you 
imagine this young lady has an independent flr^ine, besides 
expectations from me—^’tis a mistake, she has no ^[icctations 
from me, if she marry you ; and if 1 don't consoiit to her 
marriage, she will have no fortune at all. 

Col. 7L Plain dealing is a J^wel; and to show you. Sir 
John, that 1 can pay you in kindly I ammosisV.Acereh oblig¬ 
ed to you for your intelligence; and 1 am, ladiesjyyoiir most 
obedient humble servant.— (^Crosses t^r, • see 

^ou, my lord, at the club, to-inorrotV i— \ \ l.h. 
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Ld>% M. Kms ihulet man cher colonel, —I’ll meet you 
there without (yil. 

Str John. jVly lord, voil’ll have something else to do. 

Lord M. Indeed ! what is that, good Sir John? 

'‘Sir John, You iiiiist meet your lawyers and creditors to¬ 
morrow, and he toid what yon have always turned a deaf ear 
to—that the disMp itiuu of your fortune and morals must be 
lolloped by yoais of parsimony and repiMitance—as yon are 
fond of going abroad, you may indulge that inclination with¬ 
out having It in your poaer to indulge any other. 

Lord SL The bumpkin is no fool, and is damned satirical 

{A/iide.) 

Sir John. You are silent ladies—if repentance has sub¬ 
dued your tongues, 1 shall have hopes of you—a little country 
air might jierhajis do well—as you are distressed, 1 am at 
yours(‘r\ICO—what say you, my lady? 

Lnd^ M- However appearances have condemned me, 
give me leave to disavow the substance of those apjiearances 
My mind has bemi tainted, but not profligate—your kindness 
and e.\aniple may restore me to ray former natural English 
constitution. 

• Sir John. Will yon resign your lady to me, ray lord, for 
a time'!^ 

Lord M. For ever, dear Sir John, without a murmur. 

Str John. Well,' miss, and what say you? 

Mifts T. Huilty, uncle. {^Curtsying ) 

Sir John. Guilty • the devil you are? of what? 

T. Of consenliiig to marry one whom my heart 
does not appr'k'e, and eoipicUing with another which friend¬ 
ship, duly, li pour, morals, and every thing, but fashion, 
ought to have forbidden. 

jSY/ John.A\\m then, with the wife of one under this arm, 
and the miAKvsol another under this, I sally forth a Knight 
Errant, tef rescue distressed damsels from those monsters, 
foreign vices, and Bon Ton, as they call it; and I trust that 
every English hand and heart here will assist me in so des¬ 
perate an undertaking,—^You’ll excuse me, sirs * 
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Tnii LIAR 


The Liar may, wc think, be called the best of Foote's 
|trodart!ons ; at all ('Vents, it has a fairer chance of sailing 
down (ho stream of time than any t)ther of his works; for 
dough formi'cl alUM* the French model, it is nut didicient in 
character, and Us principal portrait does not belong to the 
uMTintrs of any agii; society \\ill never be so virtuous 
nor tcmpiation so diminished, that lying should go out of 
l.iNliion ; young Wilding, therefore, may be always expected 
lo-piease, while the drama itselfshall please. 

fii ih!^ fable there is nothing to olfend by improbability, 
nor uHloed is (here much to interest from any cause ; it is too 
little diversified to awake attention, and too little entangled 
to (*scite expectation ; the catastrophe, besides, is lame atid 
unfinished; the conclusion of a play should be the conclusion 
of the spectator’s doubts; it should leave him nothing to 
liope or to enqmre, for it is requisite that every piece should 
be a whole; it|hould have a beginning, a middle, and an 
end ; and how4an that be called an end, wlicn (he fate of 
the principal character is undecided ? 

The diai(|^e is both elegant and humourous, and that m 
an enunent(degree ; young Wilding’s stories to liis father, 
of bis wife, his kittens, and his pokers, are in the richest 
siyie of the^ougreve school of comedy, and are a sufficient 
proof that comic effiect does not depend on incident or situa¬ 
tion ; the scene in question is striking only by the force of 
language, a.id indeed the same may be said of the whole 
jijiece, ym it plesfe: by the brilliancy of its dialogue, and 
(iot by the/ntricecies of its fable. 

A SI 
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Bui perhaps the author lias most deserved praise fruni 
the nice discrimination shewn in the characters of Miss God* 
frey and Miss Grantham; they approximate so closely to 
each other, and yet are so distinct,—arc so delicately colour¬ 
ed, and yet are so effective,—that they appear to us to bo 
amongst the happiest efforts of modern comedy, Notliing 
is so difficult to touch as these finer marks of ciiaractcr; the 
rich colouring of the Liar himself must have been a task 
of comparative facility. Miss Granti^am, in understanding 
and expression, is evidently the superior, but there i** a 
delicacy of thought and speech hi Miss Godfrey, that mure 
than counterbalances those advantages. 

This is not the place to institute a comparison between the 
English and French schools of comedy, but we may be al¬ 
lowed a cUrsory remark, jthat humour and character seem to 
be the distinctive features of the first, while the latter onl^\ 
aims at brilliant dialogue, and, provided the dramatis per¬ 
sonae speak pungent sarcasm and witty epigram, is iittie 
careful to impress on them those peculiar marks of habit and 
nature, which distinguish man from man in the business o( 
daily life. 
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WhcU v(irinu» revolytions in our art^ 

Since Thespis first sun ^ hailads in a cart / 

By naturefram'd the witty war to toage. 

And lay the deep foundations of the slagi\ 

From his own soil that hard his pictures drew; 
The gaping crowd the mimic features knew, 
Andthe hroad jest with fire electric flew. 
Succeeding times, more polish'd and refin'd. 

To rigid rules the comic muse confin'd; 

Robb'd of the nat'ral freedom of her song. 

In artful measures now she floats along; 

No sprightly sallies rouse the slumb'ring pit; 
Thalia, grown mere architect in wit. 

To doors and ladders has confind her cares, 

ConvenierU closets, and a snug back stairs: 

' Twin her and Satire has dissolv'd the league. 
And jilted humour to enjoy intrigue,. 

To gain the suffrage of this polish'd age, 

IV^ bring to-^night a stranger on the stage; 

His Sire De Vega; we confess this truth, 

JLest you mistake him for a British youth. 

Severe the censure on my feeble pen. 

Neglecting manners, that she copies men ; 

Thus, if I hum or ha, or name report, 

'Tis Serjefint Spiitcause from the Inns of Court: 
If, at (he i\e that Indies cease to dance. 

To romp ^ lianelngh, or read romance, 

I draw a Jowager inclind to man. 

Or paiyijier rage for china or japan. 

The tr^ original is quickly known. 

And Iddy Squab proclaim'd throughout the town. 
But ifihthe following group let no man dare 
To claim a limb, nay, not a single hair; 

What gallant Briton can be such a sot 
To own the child a Spaniard has begotx 



EPILOGUE. 

BE'nVEEN MISS GRANTAM AND OIJ) WILDING. 
BY A Mi\ OF F4SHI0\. 


Mins Gr. Holdt 

Our plot concluded^ and Hrit t^ufttice done. 

Lei me be heardUas cnuneilfur t/ovr son. 

Acqvit I canti I mean to milipnit 
Proscribe all l^lng, what would be the fate 
Of this and ever^ other earthly slati ,* 

Consider^ sir^ if once you ctyit dturn^ 

Yuull shut up edry eojf'eedmme in iou n . 

The tribe of politicians will want food: 

Edn now half famish'd—for the public good. 

All grub-street murderers of men ami sense., 

And every ojffice of intelligence. 

All would be bankrupts, the whole lying race., 

And no gazette to publish their disgrace* 

Wild. Too mild a sentence, must the good and great 
Patriots he wronged, that booksellers may eatf 

Miss Gr* Your patience, sir;yet hear a-^other mad. 
Turn to the hall where justice weilds her si^^ord; 

Think in what narrow limits you tcould dfiir, 

Py this proscription, all the sons of law; 

For 'ths the fix'd, determin^i rale of courts, ' 

Tyner will tell you, nay, ev'n Coke's Reports, 

All p§^^rs nmy, when difficrdties rise. 

To g^^ne truth, expend a hundred lies. 

IVild, 2h curb (his practice I am somewhat loath; 

A lawyer has no credit but dn oath. 

Miss Gr., Then to the softer sex some favour show; 
Leave no possession of our modest Ao/ 



‘ Oh, ftetltf ma'am ue'lt that allaivamr (/fn. 

httf that tuo Xoet, he hefd affirmative 
Prortdni Pier (hat yoar piith andJie, 

On nil orcastons should be deem'd a lie 

Mttts (r/. Hard term ft ! 

(h\ this rejoinder then / re\‘t mtf cause. 

Shovtdnll pa If howmje to truth's Haer%d la as. 
l^el us eraminc irhal u'outd he the vu.se; 

^Oii/ma/iy a <^reut man would be out of jilure 

IVild, ^ Tivould muHf/H virtuous rhametei testute 

Miss Or But takejachmacter f/om manifmoie. 

Wild, 'ritfi* on the side of bad the lutlanee fall. 

Better tojind few (jood ihunjearjor all. 

Miss Gi. iSlronr/ are 1/otir reasons, t/et,ure I submit. 
J mean to take the romes of the pit, 

/v it i/our jifea-sures that ice muUe a lu/e, 

Th-if er'i i/ liar be proelaim'd a fool, 

!'it 'luhjet'ts for our autfto- •• rtdiculel 



of ]$epteoemarioit 


The time this piece takes in representation is one hour ancJ 
forty minutes. 


Stage DirecHms. 


% R H.is meant.Right Hand. 

L. H..... .Left Hand. i 

s. E ..Second Entrance. 

...Upper Entrance. 

M. D . ..Middle Door. 

.... .Door in,fiat. 

R.H.D. ..... . .Right Ihnd Door. 

t. H.o. .Left Hahd Door. 
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Co^tninr 


SIR JAiMES ELLIOT. 

Blue coat, white waistcoat, aud bud‘ breeches, 

OLD WILDING. 

Suit of brown. 

YOUNG WILDING. 

Fashionable morning dre.ss. 

PAPiLLION. 

Striped coat, buif pantaloons, and satin waistcoat. 

JOHN, WILLIAM, ROBERT, 

* • * 

LivC'^y suits. 

Miss (lODFREY. 

White petticoat trimmed with blue, aSd wfiite body. 
MISS GRANTAM. 

* 

Muslin dress trimmed wnh white riband. 

KITTY. 

First dress.—Coloured gown and muslin apron.—Second 
dress,—Brocade silk gown. 
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Drary Jjune, 

Voreu! O'afden. 

iStr Jnmes' E/iiof, - 

.Mr, Tliuntpson. 

Mr. ffiimertun 

Ofd Wddinf}, 

Mr. Powell. 

Mr. Ghapiiiari 

Young Wtfding^ 

Mr. Ellistoti. 

Mr. Jones, 

Paptilion. 

Mr. Gattie. 

Mr. Farlev 

John^ 

Mr. WiUmott. 

Mr. Guckei 

James , 

Mr. Tiirnoor. 

Mr. West/ 

Waiter, 

Mr. Handall. 

Mr. Serjeant. 

• 

Miss Grantam^ 

Mrs. Orger. 

Miss E). Bolton. 

Miss Godfrey, 

Mbs Smithson. 

Misp Bolton. 

Kitty, 

Mrs. Harlowe. 

Miss Leserve. 



THE LIAR. 


AC T I. 

SCENE 1,-J UJffim/. 

Enter Voi’NG Wilding mul Eaimllign, k.im .k 

Yauwj ir. And I am n<)\v,Pa|>jlli(>n, perfectly equipped ( 

Pap, Personiie uiumix. iXoInwiy belter. 

Votftu/ ?r. My 

Pfif^ bail a peiudre. 

Yoidif/ ffl My air? 

Pa/J. Libre, 

Younij fY, My address 

Pap. Parisiene. 

Young IP. My hat sits easily* under uiy arm, not liKt 
tlie drajfgled tuil of ray tattered academical habit. 

Ihp, Ah ! bien autre chose. 

Young IP Why, then, adieu, Alma Mater, bien venue, 
)ii ville (ic Londre; farewell to the schools, ahd welcome the 
theatre.^; presidents, proctors, short commons with long- 
graces, must now give place to plays, bagnios, long tavern- 
bills with no graces at ail. 

« Pap. AJi, bravo, bravo 1 

Young How long have you left Paris, Papillion! 

[\ip. Twelve, dirteeii year. 

Young JV. 1 can’t complirafent you upon your progress ir 
English. 

hip. The accent is dilHcile. 
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\ovnff But here you are at home. 

Pap. C'est vrai. 

Voting If. No stranger to fasliionable places. 

Pap. 0, faile! 

Young fK Acquainted with the fashionable figures of' 
both sexes. % 

Pap) Sam dnute. 

Young ICi Well, then, open your lecture; and, dye 
hear, Papillion, as you have tlie honour to be promoted from 
the mortifying condition of an humble valet to the important 
charge of a private tutor, let us discard at! distance between 
us. See me ready to slake my thirst at your fountain of 
knowledge, my Mogiius Apollo. 

Pap. Here then I disclose my Helicon to my poetical 
pupil. 

Yovng ff. Hey, Pa pillion! 

Pap. Sir^ 

Yovng ff'. What is this ?—why you speak English ? 

Pap. Without doubt. 

Young B'. But like a native? 

Pap. To be sure. 

Young ir. And what am I to conclude from ail this ? ^ 

Pap. But, to be better umlerstood, I believe it wilLbe ne¬ 
cessary to give you a short sketch of the principal incident^' 
of my life. 

Young ff. Pr’jthee do. 

Pap Why then you are to know, sir, that my foruior 
situation has been ratlier above my present condition, hav¬ 
ing once sustained the dignity of sub-preceptor to one of 
those cheap rural academies with which our county of York 
fs So plentifully stocked. 

foung ff Why this disguise ?■—why renodne^ your coun¬ 
try ? 

Pap. There, sir, you make a little mistake; it was my 
country that renounced me. 

. Young ff Explain. • • 

Pap. loan instant-upon quitting the school, and first 
coming to town, f got recommended to the compiler of the 
Monthly'’Heview. 

Young ff. What, an author too? 

Pap. Oh, a voluminous one. The whole region of tlie 



belles lettres fell iH«1er Diy inspecUoti; physic, divinity, and 
the malfiemnties, my mistress munaLi’ed herself. There, sir, 
like another Aiistorch, I dealt onl f.iuie ami daiimatiotj ut 
pleasure, fn obedience to the caprice and commands of tny 
master, 1 lia\e condemned books I never read; and iip- 
■jilanded the lidelity of a Iratishition, without understanding 
one syllable ol the ori|i;iriat. But it would not answer. Not¬ 
withstanding what we^y, people will judge for themselves; 
our work hung ujion hand, and all 1 could get from the pub¬ 
lisher was four shillings a-week and my small beer. Poor 
pittance! 

Yoiiuf/ ir. Pour, indetxl. 

Pffp. Oh, half-starved me. 

Vounij tf'. What w’as your next change ^ 

Pfip. I was mightily puzzled to choose, when chance 
threw an o!«l friend in my waj, that ijiiite retrieved my 
a f furs, 

imxay fV. Pray, who might he be? 

Pf//j. A little bit of a Swiss genius, who had been KmuJ 
u.Hher with me at the same school in the country. I opcnci 
my melancholy story to linn over tlireepenny-wortli ol beef 
a-la-tnodc, in41 cellar in St, Ann's. My little foreign friem 
•pUlH'd up Ins iaiiUiorn jaws, and, with a shrug of contempt 
‘ Ah*niailrc .lean, vous n’avex pas la pulitlquo; jou hav 
no finesse to tiiiive hero, vou mint stmly the folly of you 
own counlrv.” “ How,monsieur ?” “ Taisez voiis; ket* 
a ymir tongue. Autrefoy I leach you speak F»'c*ncli, now 
teach-a you to forget linglisti. Go vid me to my lodgi 
nient, I \il give you proper dress; den go present yourse 
to de same ijotels, do very same house, you will find all t 
doors dat was shut in vour face as footman Angtois, vil-f 
open dcmsc^o.<^ to a French valei-de-chambie/^ 

Younff IV. Well, Papillion ? 

Pap. Gad, sir, I Ihouglu it was bnt an boneal artificetr 
I dcleraiined to follow my friend’s advice. 

Youny W. Hid it succeed ? 

Pap. Better than cxpeciaiioo. My tewny. ibce, b 
qtieu, and broken English, was a pass© partot^ Biestd 
when 1 am out of place, ibis disguise prucurfl||^ ma 
resources. 

Yoti^ ff* As how? 
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Pap. Why» a< a pinch, sir, I am either a leaduM- ol 
a fViiMMirj a dentist, or a daricmG;-masiL‘r; these, sir, arc fiv- 
redilaiy jirofessiom to Frenehmen. Bnt now, sir, to tlu* 
point:—as yi»u were pleased to bo so candid me, { was 
determined to have no reserve with you. You have sUwJmd 
books, f have studied men; you want ad^iee, and 1 have 
some at umr service. 

Vmtnf/ IV. Well, I’ll be your cuRt9mer.—But let us sullv 
Where do we open? 

^p. Let us see—one o'clock—it is a fiijo day ; the Mnll 
win be crowded. 

Vouny IV. Aliens. 

Pf/p. BtJt I would, sir, crave a moment’s audiontT, iipun 
a subject that may prove very material lo,vou. 

Vouny fV Froceed. 

Pap. You wi'l pardon my presumption; but you have, 
niy good maMer, one little foible that 1 could wish you to 
corri'ct. 

Vouny fV. What is it? 

Pap. Ami yet it is a pity, loo; you do it so very well. 

Vouny fV Pr’ytheo be plain. 

li/p. You have, sir, a lively imagination,^ wnth a most 
happy turn for invention. 

Vouny n: Well. 

Pap. But now and then, in your narratives, you are hur¬ 
ried, by a flow of spirits, to border upon the improbable, a 
little given to the marvellous. 

Young IF. 1 understand you; what, I am somewhat sub¬ 
ject to lying ? » 

Pap. Oh, pardon me, sir, I don’t say that; no, no, only 
a little apt to embelliid), that’s all. To be sure it is a line 
gift, that there is no disputing; but men in genera! are so 
stupid, so rigorously attached to matter of lact—and yet 
this talent of yours is die very soul and spirit of poetry ; and 
why it should not be the same in prose, I can’t for my life 
determine. 

Young IV. You would advise me, then, not to be quite so 
poetical in p rose? 

J^p‘ Ifmy* s**** would descend a little to the gro¬ 

velling cOTnprehension of the million, I think it would be as 
well. 
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Vo>(iUf IK 1 believi} you are right. But we shall beJale. 
!>'vo hear mo, Popillioii, >fat any time you find me toopoe* 
ticai, me u hmt; your advice sha’n’t be thrown away. 

L.H. 


, SCIiNK If.—77fe ParL 

i 

PJalfi/ Miss Git vN TAM, Miss Godfrey, John, r.u. 

Mixi Gr^ Jolin, let the chariot go round to Spring«^- 
dens. My dear Miss Godlrey, whut trouble I have haa to 
get yon out!—wiiy, child, you are as tedious as a long 
mourning. Do you know, now, that of ail places of public 
reiidf/\ous i honour tl»e Park? forty thousand million of 
niufs prefcrablo to the playhouse ! Don’t you think so ray 
deal ? 

Miiti Gnd. They are both well in their way. 

d'/m Gr. Way ! why tlie purpose of both is the same, to 
rtioui company, is’u't it? What, d’ye think I go there for 
the plays, or come here tor the trees? ha, ha! well, that is 
well enough. But, 0 Gemini! I beg a million of pardons. 
You are a prudu, and have no relish for tlie little innocent 
tfiberiius with which a tine woman may indulge herself in 
public*, 

Mfjt« Gfxi. Liberties in public! 

Gr, Yes, cliild, such as encoring a song at an opera, 
mterrupting a play in a critical scene of distress, hallooing 
10 a pretty fellow cross the Mall, as loud as if you^re call¬ 
ing a coach. Why, do you know, now, my dear, that by a 
lucky stroke in dress, and a few high airs of my own making, 
1 have luui the g<x)d fortune to be gaaied at and followed by 
us great a crojivd, on a Sunday, as if I was the Tripoli am¬ 
bassador. 

Mm God, The good fortune, ma’am! Surely the wiali 
of every decent woman is to be unnoticed in public. 

Mm Gr. Decent I oh, my deer queer creature, what a 
* phrase have you found out for a woman of fashion! Decency 
IS, child, a mere burgeois, plebeian quality, and fit only for 
those who py court to tlie jvorld, and not ^or |o whom 
U»e world pys court. Upon my word, you must enlarge 
your ideus: you are a fine girl, and we must not have you 
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lost; ril undertake you mysclC. But, as 1 was saying— 
Pray, my dear, what was I saying ? 

Miss God. I profess I don’t recollect. 

Miss Gr. Hey !—Oli, ali, the Park, One great reason 
for my loving the Park is, that one has so many opportuni¬ 
ties of creating connections. 

Miss God. Ma’am, 

Miss Gr. Nay, don’t kick grave. Why, do you know 
that all my male friendsliips are formed in this place ? 

J^4ss God. It is an caid spot: but you must pardon me if 
1 doubt the possibility. 

Miss Gr. Oh, I will convince you in a moment; for here 
seems to be coming a good smart figure tliat I don’t recol¬ 
lect. I will tiirow’ out a lure. {^Drops her handkerchief.) 

Miss God. Niiy, for heaven’s sake. 

Miss Gr. I am detei mined, child; that is— 

Miss God. You will excuse my withdrawing. 

Miss Gr. Oil, please yourself, my dear. 

[EjcitfMiss Godfrey y r.h. 

i^n/cr Young Wilding with Papillion, ii.h.u.e. 

Young Your ladyship’s handkerchief, ma’am. 

Miss Gr. I am, sir, concerned at the trouble— 

Young IV. A most happy incident for me, madam; as 
chance has given me an honour in one lucky minute, that 
the most diligent attention has not been able to procure for 
me in tbe^wliole tedious round of a revolving year. 

Miss Gr. Is this meant to me, sir ? 

Young W* I’o whom else, madam? Surely you must 
have marked my respectful assiduity, my uninterrupted at¬ 
tendance ; to plays, operas, balls, routs, and ridottas, I have 
pursued you like your shadow ; I have besieged your door 
for a glimpse of your 4 JxIt and entrance, like a distressed 
creditor, who has no arms against privilege but persevere 
ance. , 

Pap. So, now he is in for it; stop liiin wbo can. {Aside ) 

Young W, fu short, madam, ever since 1 quitted Ame¬ 
rica, whieli I take now to be about a year, I have as faithfully 
guaded the live-long night, your ladyship’s portal, as a 
eenlM the powder magazine in a fortified city. 



THK LIAR. 


17 


/^/j. Quitted America! well pulled. (Aside,)• 

Miss Gr. You have serviced in America then? 
lown^ IV. Full four years, ma'am: ni>d during that 
whole time, not a single action of consequence, but I had 
an opportunity to signalize myself; and I think I may, witli- 
c>^^l vanity affirm, I did not miss the orcasiun. You have 
lioard of Quebec, T presume ? 

Pap. What the deuce is he driving at now ? (Aside.') 
Vounp IV. The project to surprize that place was thought 
a happy ex|:>edicnt, and the first mounting the breach a gi^-, 
hint exploit. There, indeed, the wliole army did me justice. 

Miss G. i have heard the honour of that conquest attri¬ 
buted to anoilicr name, 

Youy^ ir. The mere taking the town, ma'am. But 
that's a trifle: sieges uow-a-days are reduced to certainties; 
ji IS amazing bow minutely exact we, who know the business, 
are at calculation; for instance now', we w’ill suppose tfie 
comrnandor-in-clut‘f, addressing himself to me, was to say, 

“ ('-olon<*l, I want to reduce that fortress; what wilt be the 
expcncc r ** Why, please your highness, die reduction of 
that hirlross will cost you one thousand and two lives, sixty- 
nine legs, ditto arms, fourscore fractures, with about twenty 
dozen pf flesh w’ounds.’* 

MisJf Gr. And you shall be near the mark ? 

Votfmj (V. To an odd joint, ma’am. But, madam, it is 
not to the French people alone that my feats are confined : 
Cherookces, Catabaws, with all the Aws and Ees of the con¬ 
tinent, have felt the force of my arms. 

Pup. Tins « too much, sir. 

y^oKfif/ ir. Hands off! Nor am I less adroit at a treaty, 
niBclain, tluin terrible in battle. 

Miss Gt. Atid so young! 

Vounff IV. This gentleman, though a Frenchman and an 
enemy, I had the furiune to deliver from the 51ohawks, 
whose prisoner he had been for nine years. He gives a 
most entertaining ncconnl of their laws and customs; he shall 
present you with llie w’ainpum belt, and a scalping-knife. 
Will you permit him, madam, just to give yon a taste of the 
military dance, with a short spfeciinen of their warhoop. 

Pup. For heaven’s sake! 

Miss Gr. The place is too public. 
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JtoHny ff'\ In short, madani, after having; galluTr-d as 
many laurels abroad as would garnish a Gotliic cjilliedral at 
Christmas, I returned to reap the harvest of the welhfiJUght 
held. Here it was iiiy good fortune to encounter you, 
then was the victor vanquished, what the enemy could 
never accomplisli, your eyes in an instant alchieved ; proud¬ 
er to serve iierc than et»mmander-in-chief elsewhere; and 
more glorious in wearing your chains, than in triumphing 
over the vaiKjuislu'd world. 

J/*A‘.v 6r/. 1 liave got here a most heroical lover but I 
.see Sir James Elliot coming, and must dismi&s him.— (As/de .) 
—Well, sir, I accept the tender of your passu)?), and may 
find a time to renew our acquaiut'iuce; at present it is ne¬ 
cessary we should separate. ( Orossrx to n u. ) 

Younff fV. “ Slave to vour will, I live but to obey \ 

But may 1 be indulged with the knowledge of your re'-i- 
dence. 

J//t# O/, Sir? 

Yowvff Your place of abode. 

il/m- 6V. Oh, sir, you can't want to be artpiamied w ilh 
that; you have a whole year stood centine! at inv lady¬ 
ship's portal. 

Yountj W. Madam, I—I—I— 

Miss 6V. Oh, air, your servant, Ha, ha, ha! Wiiat, yem 
are caught! Ha, lia, ha ! Well, he has a roost intrepid as¬ 
surance. Adieu, niy Mars. Ha, ha, lia ! [fili-iC k.« 

Pap. That last was an unlucky question, sir. 

Young W. A little nial-a-propos I roust confess. 

Pap. A man should have a good memory v ho ilcals imicli 
jn this poetical prose. 

Yovng fK Pt>h^ I'll soon re-establish my credit, ljut 1 
must know who this girl is: hark ye, PapKlion,could not 
you contrive to pump out of her footman—I see tiiere he 
.stands—the name of his mistress? 

Pap. I will try, k.h. 

( WUding retires to the back of the stage > 

Enter Sir James Elliott, and William, tii. 

Sir J. Mufjic and an entertainment ? 

Wil. Yes, sir. 
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Sh J Lost night, upon the water? 
iiV. Upon the water, last night. 

»Sir J, Who gave it? 

H'l/. That, sir, I can’t say. [Exitj L.H. 

Papjllion, r,h. 

Youtiff if*. (Cfminff fonmrd,') Sir James Elliot, your 
most devoted 

Sir J. Ah, ttiy dear Wilding! you are welcome to 
town, 

Yonnf^ fY. You will pardon iny impatience; I inter- 
ru|)ted you ; yon seemed upon an interesting subject 
Sir J. Oh, an affair of g^^lidTltr 3 ^ 

Younff W. Ofwbatkir^? 

Sir J. A young lady regaled last night by her lover, on 
the Thames. 

Yoinuj fV. As how ? 

Sfr/. A band of music in boats. 

Yoinia #r. Were they good performers? 

Str J. 'J'lie best. Then conducted to Marble-iwiH, where 
j.he found a magnificent collation. 

Young U', Well ordered f 

Sir*J. Witii elegance. After sup|>er a ball; and to con¬ 
clude the mghl, a tire-work. 

Yovng ir. Was the last well desigrttd ? 

Sir J, Siqierb. 

Young W. And happily executed ? 

Sir /. No? a s-ingle feux pas. 

Young H'. And you don't know who gave it ? 

Sir J. t can’t even guess. 

Young JY ^la, ha, ha ! 

Sir J. Why do you laugh ? 

Young lY. Ha, ha, ha ! ft was me. 

Sir J. You ! 

* Pup You, sir ’ 

Young lY Moi—me. 

Pap. So, so, so-; he is entered again. 

Sir /. Why, you are fortunate, to find a mistress in so 
slioit aspace of time, 

#r. Shott! vhy, man, I have been in London 
theNC six weeks 
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Pap. O lord, 0 lord ! 

Ymng fV, It is. not true, not daring to encounter my fa¬ 
ther, I have rarely ventured out but at nights. But since 
the story is got abroad, I will, my dear friend, treat you 
with all the particulars. , 

/. I shall hear it with pleasure,-—This is a lucky ad¬ 
venture : hut he must notlcnow he is my rival. {jUfde.) 

Young W. Why, sir, between six and seven my goddess 
embarked at the Temple stairs, in one of iho companies 
barges, gilt and hung with damask, expressly for the occa¬ 
sion ! 

Pap. Mercy on iis!, (Js/de.) 

Young fV. At the cabin-door she was accosted by a beau¬ 
tiful boy, who, in the garb of a Cupid, paid her some com¬ 
pliments in verse of my own composing; the conceits wen* 
pretty j allusions to Venus and the feea—the lady ai>d the 
Thames—no great matter; but, however, well-timed, and 
what was better, well taken, 

Sir J. Doubtless, 

Pap. At what a rate he runs! (^Aside.) 

Young W. As soon as we had gained tlie centre of the 
river, two boats full of trumpets, French horns, and othe'- 
martial music, struck up their sprightly strains from the 
Surrey side, which were echoed by a suitable number of 
lutes, dutes, and hautboys from the opposite shore. In this 
state, the oars keeping time, we majestically sailed along, 
til! the arches of the New Bridge gave a pause, and an op¬ 
portunity for an elegant desart in Dresden china, by Robin¬ 
son.—Here the repast closed, with a few favourite airs from 
Eliza, Tendiicci, and the Mattel. 

Pap. Morey on ns! 

loung W. Opposite Lambeth 1 had prepred a naval 
engagement, in wliich Boscawen'^s vi<;tory over the French 
was repeated : the action'was conducted by one of tlie com¬ 
manders on that expedition, and not a single incident omit¬ 
ted. 

Sir J. Surely you ex^gerate a little. 

Pap. yes, yes, battle will sink him. ( Asido ,) 

Young W, True S the letter, upon my honour, I slm^n't 
you with a repetition of our coltatkmi ball, feu d*ar- 
ttfiee with tlio (hoasand little incidental amusements that 
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I'lianc^or design produced; it is a enough to know, that all 
that could flatter the senses,-fire the imagination, or gratify 
the expeclatioh, was there produced in a lavish abundance. 

fSir J. The sacrifice was, I presume, grateful to your 
deny. 

Young Upon that subject you must pardon my si¬ 
lence. 

Modest creature ! (Ajtide.) 

Sir J. 1 wibli you joy of your success.—For the present 
>un will excuse me. 

Yoinuf fY Nay, but stay and hear the conclusion. 

Sir J. For that I shall seize another occasion. [Ejett, R.h. 

Pap. Nobly performed, sir. 

Young Yes, 1 think happily hit off. 

Pap. MdV } take the liberty to ofler one question ? 

Young ir. Freely. 

Pajt. Prav, Hr, are you often visited with these waking 
dreams'^ 

Young JY Ureams! what dost mean by dreams? 

Pap. Tliese urij,amental reveries, these, frolics of^fancy, 
which, in the judgment of the vulgar, would be deemed ab- 
sotate flams. 

Young fY. Why, Papillon, you have but a poor, narrow, 
circumscribed genius. 

Pap. 1 must ow'n, sir, f have not sublimity miflicient to 
relish the full fire of your Pindaric muse. 

Young fV. No ; a plebeian soul! But I will animate thy 
( lay; mark my«example, follow my steps, and in time thou 
mayest rival thy master. 

Pap. Never, never, sir, ? have no talents to fight battles 
without blosjs, aaid give feasts that don’t cost me a farthing. 
Besides, .sir, to what purpose are all these embellishments? 
Why tell the lady you have been in London a year? 

Young W. T he belter to plead the length, and conse- 
(jpently the strength of my passion. 

Pap. But why, sir, a soldier ? 

Ytmng'W. How little thou knowest of Uie sex! Wl»t, I 
suppose thou wouldesL have me attackin mood and 
figure, by a pedantic, classical quotation, or a pompous pa*' 
rade of jargon from tlie stdiools. What, dost tliink that 
women are to be got like degrees? 
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i^/>. Nay, sir— ^ 

Young W. No, no; the man of war is their man: they 
must b© taken like towns, by lines of approach, counter¬ 
scarps, angles, trenches, cohorna, and cttverl-waj’s; then 
enter sword in hand, pell-mell! oh, how they melt at tlie 
Gothic names of General Swappmback, Count Rousonious-- 
ky, Prince Montecuculi, and Marshal Fusitinburgh ! Men 
may say what they will of their Ovid, their Petraieh, and 
their Waller, but I’ll undertake to do more business by the 
single aid of the London Gazette, than by all the siginni;, 
dying, crying crotchets, that the whole rare of rhymers havt* 
ever produced. 

Pap. Very well, sir—this is all very lively ; but remem¬ 
ber the travelling pitcher: if you don’t one time or other, 
under favour, he yourself into sf»7ie confounded scrape, I 
will be content to be hanged. 

Young fV. Do you think so, Papillion?—And whenever 
that happens, if I don’t lie myself out of it again, why then J 
will be content to be crucified. And so, along after the 
lady.— (Siopg shofly gotng ^Zounds, here comes my 

father • I must fly. Watch liini, Papillion, and bring me 
word to the (\'»rdigan [Ejceunt Wild. J .11. Pap. R.d- 

END OF ACT I. 


ACT H. 

SCENE \.-^A Tavern. . 

Young Wilding and Papillion rising from table. 

Young W. Gad, 1 had like to have run into the old geo- 
tleman’s mouth. 

Pap. It is pretty near the same thing; for I saw him join 
Sir James Elliot; so your arrival is no longer a secret. 

Young W. Well then I must lose my pleasure, and you 
your preferment; 1 must submit (o the dull decency ^ a 
!|ober family, and you to the customary duties of brushing 
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»jknd po^Vclorin^. Rut I was t.o fluttered at meeting my fa 
ther, that 1 furg^tl the fair ; pr’ythec who is she"^ 

Paj>. Then* were two. 

Viunxq If. That T snw' ? 

Hi/}. From her footman I learnt her name was Godfrey. 
i'oungf fV. And her fortune ^ 

Pa/). Imnieiw. 

Yonnij rr. Single, I hope ^ 

Pap. Certainly. 

Ymmij tf. Then will I have her. 

Pap. What, whether she will or no 
Younp ft: Yrs. 

Pap.. How will you manage that^ 

Younf/ If. By making it impossible for her to marrt’ anv 
one else. 

Pap. \ don’t understand you, sir. 

Young If. Oil, I shall only have recourse to that takiit 
you so mightily admire. A'ou will see, by the circulation of 
.1 few anecdotes, how soon I will get rul of my rivals. 

Pap. At the expense ofthe ladyV* reputation, perhaps 
Yovm/ IV. That will be as it happens. 

P^p. Anil have you no qualms, sir? 

Young' IV. Why, where's the injury ? 

Pap. No injury to ruin her fame ' 

Young fV. t will restore it to her again. 

Pap. ITow? 

Young W. Turn tinker and mend it myself. 

Pa/}. Which Vay ? 

Young fV. The old way ; solder it by marriage; that, you 
know, is the modern .salve lor every wire. 

Enter Waiter, l.ii. 

tVatt. An elderly gentleman to inquire for Mr. Wilding. 

^ Ymng JV For me! what sort of a being is it? 

PVait. Being, sir! 

Young fV. Ay ; how is he drest ? 

lYait. In a tye-wig and snufiicoloured' coat. 

pBip. Zooks, sir, it is your father, 

' Young H’i Stiew him up. [Exit Wetitor, L.M. 

Pap. And,what must I do? 
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raunp W, Recover your broken Eoglirfi, but i^rcservLv 
your rank: I Iravc a reason for it. 

Knler Wilding, l.h. 

H7ld. Your servant, sir: you are welcome to town. 
young W. Yoji liavc just prevented me, sir; 1 was pie- 
paring to pay rny duty Ut you. 

IVdd, Il you thuiighi it a duty, you should, I think, have 
sooner discharged it. % 

Young iV. Sir! 

ffdd. Was it <piite so decent, Jack, to be six weeks in 
town, and conceal yourself only from me t 

Young ffl Six w’eeks! I have scarcely been six hours, 
RV/d. Come, come, 1 am better informed. 

Young H'. Indeed, sir, you are imposed upon. Thus gen¬ 
tleman, (who first give me leave* to have the lionour of intro¬ 
ducing to you,) this, sir, is the Marquis do Chatteau Briarit, 
of an ancient house in Brittany; who, travelling through 
England, cliuse to make Oxford fc# some time the place of 
his residence where 1 had the happiness of his acquaintance. 
ffY/rf. Does he speak English. * 

Young Not fluently, but understands it perfectly. 

Pap, Pray, sir,— 

Wtld, Any services, sir, that 1 can render you here you 
may readily command. 

Pap. Beaucuup d^honeur. 

Young fV, This gentleman, f say, sir, whose quality and 
country are sufficient securities for his veracity, will assure 
you dial yesterday we left Oxford together. 

Wifd. Indeed! 

Pap. C’estvrai. 

Hiid. This is amazing, I was, at the same time, informed 
of another c^cumstance too, that, 1 confess, made me a little 
' tmeisy, as it interfered with a favourite scheme of my own.., 

■ , Tomg Wi What could that be, pray, sir? 

tidd. That you had conceived a violent aflection for a 

' ^ 1 ^ IK Sir! 

And had given her very gallant and very expen- • 
sive ^^oofs of your passion. 



Me,sir! 

fnlci. Particularly foist night; music, collations, balls, and 
fire-works. 

Vau/iff W. Monsieur lo Marquis'—And pray, sir, who 
could tell you all this? 

Wild^ An old friend of yours. 

Young W, His name, if you please. 

fYtld. Sir dames Elliot. « 

Young WK Ves; I thought he was the man. 

Wild. Your reason. 

^omg W. Why, sir, though Sir James Elliot has a great 
many good qualities, and is, upon the whole, a valuable man, 
yet he has one fault which has lung determined me to drop 
his acquaintance. 

IVitd, What may that be ? 

%Young W. Why you can’t, sir, be a stranger to his prodi¬ 
gious skill in the traveller’s talent. 

* mid. How I 

Young W. Oh, notorious to a proverb.—His friends* who 
are tender i>f his fame, gloss over his foible, by calling him 
an agreeable novelist; and so be is, with a vengeance. Why, 
he will tell you more lies in an hour, than all the circulating 
libraries, put tc^ether, will publish in a year, 

fVdd. Indeed! 

Young W. Oh, he is the modern Mandeville; at Oxford he 
was always distinguished by the facetiiHis appellation of the 

IJouncer. 

Wild. Amaxing! 

Young Lord, sir, be is so well understood in his own* 
country, that at the last Hepgford assize, a cause as deaf a$ 
tlie sun, was .absolutely thrown away by Ws bein^ merely, 
mentioned as a witness. 

WHd. A strange turn. . ' ‘ 

Young W. Cnaccouotabla. But there I '^mk toy^ewt 
a little too far; % if H badcomeio an oath, I don’t 
' would have bounced neither t but ut common occurreflon 
Uiere is no repeating aHjpr Hm. ‘ Liideod, my great feaHon 
for drop{MOg him was, that my credit began to be a Iktfe w 
pected too. 

Jfop. Poor gentleman I . 

Wild. t never Jieard this of Inm., . 



26 


TBB MAR. 


Young Hi That may be; but can there be a stror^er 
proof of his practice than the flam he has been telling j'ou, of 
fife-works, and tire lord knows what. And I dare swear, sir, 
he w’ua very fluent and florid in bis dcscriptiuri, 

W'VW. Extremely. 

Young IV. Yes, that is just his way j and not a syllable tjf 
truth from the beginning to the ending, marquis ? 

Pap. Oh, dati is all a fiction upon mine honour, ' * 
Wild. Clearly. J really can’t help pitying the poor 
man* I have heard of people, wiio, by long liabit, bec(|&e 
a kind of constitutional itars. * 

Young Hi Your observation is just; that is exactly his 
case. 

fhp. I’m sure it is your’s. 

mid. Well, sir, 1 suppose we shall see you this evening 1 
Young W. The marquis has an app tir.turent with some af 
his countrymen, which I have promised to attend: besides, 
sir, as be is an entire stranger in town, lu* may want iii^ littl^ 
servici^. 

mid’ Where can I see you in about an hour ? I have a 
short yisit to make, in which you are deeply t'oncerned. 
Kotin^ W. I ahall attend your commands; but where! 

Wild, Wily herBi Marquis, I am your obedient serv^ant. 
ibrp. Votre serviteur ires humble. [file*/ W/lJ l.h. 
Young W. So," Papillton; that difficulty is dispatched. I 
think I am even with Sir James for his tattling. 

PaP’ Most ingenipusly managed: but are nut you afraid, 
of the consequence? 

Yim»g Hi f do not comprehend you. ^ 

Pzp. A future explanation between the parties. 

Foufi^ W That may^jambarfass: but the day is distant. I 
warmnt 1 will bring myineff olf. 

Pap, It is m vain for mo to advise. 

Young Wi "^hy, to say truth, 1 do begin to find my sys¬ 
tem wifli-danger; give me your hand, Papillion—J 

will reform* ' 

Pap. Ab, sir 1 

Young W*>i pcaitively will: vrhy this practice may in time 
destroy raj credit. 

Pap. That is pretty vrell dqr»e Ay, 

diinkof thai,lfr. 

an 1 . 
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fV. Well, if 1 don’t turn out the me<&rest dull iiiat- 
lor(»l fad fellow—But, Papiilion, f uiu^t jwjribble a billet to 
my now flame. 1 tiiink her narno is—* 

(iofifroy; her father was an Indian governor, and 
Idt her nTI bis wealth; slu; lives near Grantam, by Oroa- 
' ell nr Square'. ' ^ 

J onny ff\ A governor ]—oh ho!-—Bushels of rupees, and 
porks of pagodas, I reckon.—Well, Ilong td* be rumaging. 
—But the old gentleman will soon returi>: I will hasten to 
lint^ my letter.—But, Papiilion, w hat could roy father mean 
by a visit in which I am deeply concerned? 

Pap. i can’t guess. 

Voting W. I feluiH know presently.—ToMissGodfi^y, for¬ 
merly of Calcutta, now residing in Grosvenor Square.—*Pa- 
pillion, I wont tell lier a word of a lie. 

Pffy). You wont, sir? 

Young IF. No; it would be ungenerotis to deceive a lady. 
No; f will bq^pen,candid, and sincere. 

Pap. And w^yoii are, it will be the first time. 

\Ejcmnti L.H. 

. * ^ ' ' , / 

« 

•.SCENE Apartment in Mm Orantam's House. 

Enter Miss Grantam and Miss Godfrey, R,ii. 

Mm 0. And you really like this gallant spark ? 

Mm Gr. Prodigioudy. Oh, Fm'quitelh love witli bis as¬ 
surance! f wqnder who he is; he can’t have been long in 
town , a young fellow of bis easy impudence must have soon 
made his way to the best of company. 

Miss O. By avay of amusem«*m he may prove no disagree¬ 
able acquaintance; hut you can’t, surely, have any serious 
designs upon him. 

Miss Gr. Indeed but I have. 

• Miss G. And poor Sir James Elliot is to be discarded at 

oTirt‘ 

MmGr.O^.m. 

Miss G. Whaf is your intentioii in regard to hitn ? ' 

Miss Gr* Hey ?—I can’t tell you. Perhaps, if! don’t like 
. this new mab better, I may marry him. 

Miss G. Thou art a strange giddy girl. 



‘ MUt Gt* Quite tHe reverse; a perfect pattern ofj^ pru¬ 
dence ; wby, would you have roe less careful of my person 
than my purse ? 

Mis* G, My dearX. 

' Mi^s Gr. Why T Sly, child, niy forttme t>eing in%ioney, 3 
have some in India bonds, some in the bank, some on this 
loan, some on the other; so that if one fund fails, I have a 
sure resource in tlie rest. 

Jlifers G, Very true. 

Mm Gr* Well, ray dear, just so I manage n>y ^ve 
affairs: if f should not like this man--^if lie should not tike 
me—if we should quarrel—if, if—or in sliort, if any of the 
lib should happen, which you know break engagements every 
day, why by this means 1 shall never be at a loss. 


’ JSnter John, t,.H. 

/dhn* A letter toyod, roadam.—(7b lUltif^odfrey .)— 
Sir James EHiot to wait on your lodysh^-^7b Miss 

GrknlUtfn*) ‘ ' L.H. 

v ^ iMks Gr. Lordfj, t {}p|>e ^ long here. He comes. 

’ and seems entirely wtapt tip ib the dismau^ what can be the 
matternow! 

iHiss G* ITou’ll excuse roe ? , [JSlrif, r.h. 


BAt$r Sm JAJtcGs Elliot^ 


, Sir / in pasaiiig by your door, I took the l^rty, ma'am, 
of inquiring after your health. 

Very obfigi^ 1 hope, sir, you ^received a fa¬ 
vourable account. 

Sir /« I did not know but you might have oaogfit cold last 

Sfifs Or. Cold! why, sir, I hc^ I did not sleep with roy 
bed-chamber window open.. 

Sir /.,Ma?amb-» > - ^ 

Mk4Gg.Sk\, 

No, ma'am; but it was rather hazardous to stay so 
t iba water. 

; (rr.UpoD the water! ‘ 
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^ J, Not but the varictj of amusements, it must be own¬ 
ed, w>re a sufHcient temptation. 

ISlUi Gr, What can he be driving at now! 

Sir J. And pray, madam, what think you of young Wild- 
iggl is not he a gay, agreeable, sprigb^— 

Mhs Gr» t never give my opinion of people 1 don't know. 

Sir /. You don't know him ! 

A/as Gr. No. 

Str J. And hts father 1 did not meet at your door! 

Gr. Most likely you did. 

Sir /. J am glad you own that, however: but, for the son, 
you never— 

Jfm Gr. Set eyes upon him. 

A>/. Really? 

AftVs Qr. Really, 

-SirFinely supported. Now, madam, do you know 
that one of qs U just going to make a very ridiculous figure ? 

Mm Gr* Sir# I pever had the least doubt of your talents 
for excelling way. 

Sir/, Ma'am,You do me honour; but it does not happen 
to fall to my lot upon this occasbn, however. . 

. Miis Gr. And that is a wonder !■<—What, then I am to be 
the fool of the comedy, I suppose. 

SirJ. Admirably rallied! but 1 sliall dash the e^irit of that 
triumphant laugh. 

Miss Gr. 1 d^are the attack. Come on, sir. 

Sir J. Know then, and blush, if yOu are' not as lost to 
shame as dead to decency, that I am no stranger (o alt last 
night's transaclions. 

Afiss Gr. Indeed! 

Sir J. From/our fi^rst entering the barge at llie 
10 your last landing at Wliiteball, 

Mm Gr* 3«rpriaing I 

Sir J. Cupids, collations, feasts, fire-works, all have reaeb- 
txi me. " 

• Afm Gr. Why you deal in magic. 

Sir J. My intelligence Is as natural as it is mfisHible. \ 

Mm Gr. May I be indulged with the hobib of yonr in¬ 
former. * 

Sir J. Freely, madam. Only the very indiv^oal spark to 
whose folly you were indebted fcH* this gallant |»'ofuMOQ. 
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3iiss Or. But his name ? 

Sir J. Young Wilding. 

Miss Gr. You had this story from him ? 

Sir /. I had. 

Miss Gr, Frona W^ilding!—Tiiat i"* amazing. 

St^ J. Oh ho! what you are confo.joded at last; and no 
evasion, no subterfuge, no— 

Miss Gr. Looky^e, Sir James; what you can mean by this 
strange story, and very extraordinary behaviour, it is impo.s- 
sible for me to conceive; but if it is meant as an andicc to 
palliate your infidelity to me, less pains would have answered 
your purpose. 

SirJ, Oil, madam, 1 know you are provided. 

Miss Gr. Matchless insolence! as you can’t expect t]»at I 
^ould be pnxligiously pleased with the subject t>f this visit, 
you wont be surprized at my wishin'^ it as short as geesibie* 

Sir J. 1 don't wonder you feel pain^t my preseflfee; but 
you may rest secure yo^ will liave no interruption from me; 
and I really think it would be pity to part two p^ple so ex¬ 
actly formed for each otlier. Your ladyships servant.— 
(6?ofny.)—But, madam, though your sex secures you from 
any farther resentment, yet the present object of your favour 
may have something to fear. . [Ejcitf l.ii. 

Miss Gr. Very well. To wliat a pretty condition I must 
have been reduc^ if my hopes had rested upon one lover. 

[Exitf R.H. 


SCENE Ul-^TAs Street. 

EtUe*' WlLDINO, You^o WitplNG, md PAPH.I.ro?t, R.H. 

Wild. There, marquis, you must {]2rdon me; for though 
Paris be more compact, yet surely JUmdoii covers a much 
greater quantity—Oh, Jack, look at UkU corner house: how 
d^ye like it ? t Looking l.h.) 

Young W. Very well; but ! donTsee any tning extraordi-* 
nary, 

f wiWh, tbwgb, you were the toaster of what it 
cQBtaibs. » 

Kowqy W. What may that be, sir ? 

^ WtW The mistress, you rogue you ; a fine girl, and an 
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imiVense forhine; ay, and a prudent sensible wench into the 
bar^!K|i. 

i'ounf/ IV. Time enough yet, «!ir. 

IVtfd. I don’t see that: you are, lad, the last nf our race, 
and 1 should be gl.id to see some probability of its continu- 
anee. 

Vounq W. Supp<jse, sir, you were to repeat your en¬ 
deavours; you have cordially rny consent. 

Wiid. No ; ratlier too late in life for that experiment. 

Vtmnq W. Why, sir, would you reco.nmend a condition 
to me, that you disapprove of yourself ? 

iVifd. Why, sirrah, i have done my duty to the public and 
my family, by prtKlucing you. Now, sir, it is incumbent on 
yon to discharge your debt. 

Young IP' In the college cant, I sliail beg leave to tick a 
little longer. 

ffWd. Why, then, to be serious, son, this is the very 
business I wanted to talk with you about. In a word, I wish 
you married ; and, by providing the lady of that mansion for 
the {purpose, I have proved myself bc:^! a father and a 
friend. 

• Young H' Far be it from me to question your care; 
yet soflrie preparation for so important a change— 

PViid. Oh, I will allow you a week. 

Young H\ A little more knowledge of the world. 

fVifd. That you may study at leisure. 

Young JK Now all Europe is in arms, my de.sign was 
to serve my qpuntry abroad. 

IFi/fl' Vou will be full as useful to it by recruiting her 
subjects at home. 

Young fV, jVou a^e then resolved ? 

PVdd! Fixed. 

Young P(' Fositiveiy ? 

H'V/d. Pertmiptorily. 

y'oung iV. No prayets— 

iViid^ Can move me. 

Young iV. How the deuce shall I get out of this toil ?—• 
(Aftidn .)— But suppose, sir, thi^re should be an ui^urmount* 
able objection? 

BV</. Oh, leave the recoticiling that to me: I am au 
excellent casuist. 

• B4 
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Young ff'. But 1 say, sir, if rt shcsild be itnpossible t^bey 
your commands 1 

Wiid^ Impcasible!—J donU t^nderstand you. 

Ymn^ JV. Ob, Sir!—Bui on my knees first let me crave 
your pardon. (Kneels.j 

Wild. Pardon I forwbat? 

Young W, I fear ! have lost all title to your future favour. 
^ . Wild. Which way ? 

Young W. I have done a deed— 

Wild Let’s hear it, ^ 

Young W. At Abingdon, in the ccninty of Berks. 
mid. Well? 

Young W. I am— 

U%ld, Whal? 

Young W. Already married. 

Wild- Married! 

Pap. Married! 

Young W Married. 

mid. And without my consent ? 

Young W. Compelled; fatally forced. Oh, sir,didyau but 
know all the circumstances of my sad, sad story, your rage 
would soon convert itself to pity. 

Wild. What an unlucky event I—But rise, and* let me 
hear it all. 

Young W, {Rising,} The shame and confusion I now feel 
renders that at prei^ent impbsrible; f must therefore rely 
for the rdatton op the good offices of this faithful IViend. 

{Crosses to r.h.) 

Pap, Me, sir! I never heard one word of die matter. 
Wild. Come, marquis, favour me with the particulars. 

Upon my sire, dis affiaif has s& diock me, dat 
f am almost as incapable to tell de tale as your son.—( To 
Young ITOfc'ny.)—Dry-a your tears, WlMit can I say, 
sir? 

Ypmg W. Any tbiag.—Oh!— {^ems to tceep-X 

Pap. You see, sire. 

H^ild* Youf kind concern ^al t^e misfortunes of my fa- 
calls for the most grateful aclkiiowledgihent. 

. Pop. Dis is great mtsfortune, sans doute. 

mid: But if yon, a stnmger, are thus affected, what must 
a fath«»r feel ? 
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Oh, beaucoup; a great deal more. 

But since the evil is without a rem«jy, let «s know 
llie worst at once. Well, sir, at Abingdon ? 

Pap. Yes, at Abingdon. 

, Wild. In the ctainty of Berks ? 

Pap. Dat is right, in the county of Berks. 

Ymiig W, Oh, ol»! 

Wild, Ah, Jack, Jack ^ are all ray hopes then—-Though 
1 dread to ask, yet it must be known; who is the girl, pray, 
sir? 

Pxp. De girl, sir— {^Aside to Yoxmg Wilding )—Who 
shall I say ? 

Young W. Any body. ' ^ 

Pap. For de girl, I can’t say, upon rrty vard. 

Wild. Her condition T 

Pap. Pas grande condition; dat is to bo stife. But 
dcre is no help— (Aside to Young Wilding.) —Sir, I am 
quite e-ground. 

Wild. Yes, f read ray shame in his reserve: sonpe artful 
hussey. 

Jhp. Oat may be. Vat you call htet^y ? - 
• Wild. Or perhaps some comtttbcj creatm^e. But Pm 
prepared to hear the worst. 

Pup. Have you no mercy ? 

Young W. Fli step to your relief, sir. ’ ' . 

Pktp. O lord, a happy Mverance. 

Young W. Though it is almokt death for me to speak, 
it would, be infamous to let the r<&potation oftim lady snjlJw . 
by my silence.- She is, sir, of an ancient house and tinble- 
mi^ied character. ' ' 




Wild. Tl^t is something. 

Fowji^ fY. And |hmjgh her fortune may not be tp 
the warm wishes of ajoad father, yet—- 
Wild., HernameT 
Young W Miss Lydia Sybthorpe. 

Wild. Sybthorpe—I nevpr heard of die i)ame^<-<-BuPpro- 


:eed. ' , - , 

Young fft The latter end of last long Vaca^bri,' K went'with 
Sir James Elliot to ffess a.reW*da3^ at a new purctese of hi*, 
lear Abingdon,,. ThV*fe> oh aa®^^, U was iny ehknce 
o meet and dance with ifib ladyi 
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, Wild. Ik she itandsome ? 

Voting W. Oh, sir, more bmotiful — 

Wild. Nny, no raptures; but go on. 

Ymng W. But tu her beauty «be adds politeness, afTa- 
bility, and discretion; unless she forfeited that character 
Hxing her adection on me. 

' Wild. Modestly observed. 

Votmg W. I -was deterred from a public declaration of my 
passion, dreading tbe scantiness of her fortune, would prove 
an objection to you. ^orne private mterviews she per- * 
milted. 

WM Was that so decent ?—But love and prudence, 
madness and reason 

. W. One fatal evanmg, tlio twentieth of September, if 
1 mistake not, we were in a retired room innocently exchang¬ 
ing mutual vows, when her fatlier, whom we expected to suji 
abroad, came suddenly upon us. I had just tune to conceui 
myself in a closet. 

Wdd. What, unobserved by him t 

Voun^W Entirely. But, as. my ill stars would have it, 
a cat, of whom my wife is vastly fond, had a few days before 
lodged a litter of kittens in the < same place: 7 unhappily tro^ 
upon one of the brood; which so provoked the implacable 
mother, that she dew at me with the fury of a tiger. ^ 

I sltall hate a cat as long as I live. 

VofMig W. The noise .roused the old gentleman’s atten¬ 
tion: he opened the dour, and there discovered your son. 

• Pap. Unlucky. 

Yomg W, I rushed to die door; but fatally my foot sUpt 
at the t^ oi|ihe staiiK, and down I came tnmhW hot- 
tom, The pistol in my hand went oIF by accident: this 
alarmed her three brothers in .the parlour, whb, with all their 
servants, rushed with united force upon nm. ^ 

Wild. And so surprized you! ^ 

YovAffW No,sir; .with my sword 1 for«ometime made 
galkDt' deDsoee, ttad sbnuld haviO inevitably escaped; but 
raw-bm^, overgrown clun% cook^weneh struck at my 
swpfd with a kitchmt-poker, broke it in two, and compelled 
ine tp anmmder atdiiKietfon; the conse(|uence of which is 
bbtdoua.miov^h..' - v. 

Wild. ' Nattiral. ‘ The ladyVitputadob,' ';$m^coodi^ 
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llt;^ beauty, your love, all combined to make marriage an uiv 
avoid^le measure. 

Yi^tj fF. May! I«>pe* then,you rather think me unfor- 
tilnate than culpable f 

Wild. Why,your situation is a sufficient excuse; all! 
Llanie you for is, your keeping it a secret from me. ’With 
Miss Grantam, I shall make an awkward figure; but the best 
apology is the truth; I'll hasten and e.s;|riain it to tier all— 
Oh, Jack, Jack, this is a mortifying business! 

Yowng W. Most melancholy. [jKkrif Wilding, l.h. 
Pap. I am amazed, sir, that you have so carefully con- 
oealed this transaction from me. 

Young W. Heyday! what, do you believe it too? 

Ihp. Believe it! why, is not the story of the marriage 
true? 

Young W. Not a syllable. 

Pap. And the cat, and tlie pistol, and tlie poker ? 

Young W. All invention.—And were you really taken in 1 
Pap. Lord, sir, how was it possible to avoid it?—Mercy 
on us * what a collecliun of circumstances have you crowded 
together! 

j Young W. Genius: the mere effects of genius, Papiifion. 
But ttt deceive you, wim so thoroughly know me ! 

Paf>. But to prevent that for the fulurtr, could you not 
just give your humble servant a hint wlien you are bent u|»n 
bouncing ? Btfsides, sir, if you recollect your fixed resolution 
to reform— 

Young W. Ay, as to matter of fancy, the mere sport and 
frolic of invention: but in case of necessity—why, Mi« 
Godfrey was at stake, and I was forced to use all my 

finesse. . • " 

• ^ 

£nl€rWicuAU, R.H, and John, i,». 

Polh A letter, sir* i R*H< and l.h. 

• Pap. There are two things in my conscience- my master 
will never want a prompt Be, and a ready excuse for tell¬ 
ing of U. 

Young W. Hum! business begitia,to tbudcenii^n us: a 
challen^ from Sir James Elliot, and a rendezvous from the 
pretty Mms Godfrey. They shall bath be ob^ved, but in 
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their urder; liierefore the lady first. Let me see—I havt^iot 
been twenty hours in town, and f have already got a^aL 
ienge* a mistress, and a wife; now,if I can but get engaged in 
a chancery suit, I sliall have my hands pretty full of employ¬ 
ment. Come, Papillion, we have no time to be idle. 

[EjC0UfUf R.H.* 

SCENE IV'".— A RooWi icUh Tablet Pent Inkt Papery and 

two Chains, 

Enter John, eondueting in Wilding, l.h. 

John, My lady, sir, will be at home immediately; Sir 
James Elliot u in the next room waiting her return. 

Wild, Pray, honest friend, will you tell Sir James (hat I 
beg (he favour of a word with him ?—Joknt fi-H.) 
^This unthinking boy! Half the purpose of my life has 
been to plan this scheme for his happiness, and in one heed¬ 
less hour has lie mangled all. 

Enter Sm James Elliot, k.h. 

Sir, I ask your pardon; but upon so interesting a subject, I 
know you will excuse my Pray, sir, of what credit 

is the family of the Sybthwpes id Berkshire ? 

Sir/. Sir! 

Wild ] donU mean as to property ; that Y am not 90 so¬ 
licitous about; but as to their character. Do they live in re¬ 
putation ? Are tliey respected in the neighbourhood t 
Sir J. The family of the SybtHorpes f 
Wild. Of the Sybihorpes. * 

Sir /. Really I don’t know, sir. 

Wild. Not know I 

» Sir/. No; tt is the very first time I ever heard of the 
name. 

Wild. How steadily ^ denies it! Well done, baronet! 
find Jack’s account was a just one.—(iibisfe.}—Pray, 8ir 
amefi, recollect yourself, , ’ 

Sir /. H will be to nd fsiirp^' 

ifild Come, sir, your motive for this affected ignorance 
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IS a'generous but unoecessary proof of ycSiif frit^ndsliip for. 
my s<^, but I know the whole affiiir. 

iy/r>. What affair? 

JViid. JackV marriage. 

Sir J. What Jock ? 

Wild. ]\!y son Jack. 

Sir /. la he inarrie<l ? 

Wild. married ! why, you know he is. 

Sir /. Not I, upon my honour. 

Wild. Nay, that is going a little too fur; but to remove 
all your scruples at once, he h$s owned it himself. 

Sir J. He has! 

Wild. Ay. ay, to me. Every circumstance: going to 
your new purchase at Abingdo{i->*^ineeting Lydta S> bthorpo 
at the assembly—their private interviews—^siirpris^ by itie 
lather—pistol—poker—and marriage; in short, every par¬ 
ticular. 

Sir J. And this account you had front your son ? 

Wild From Jack; not two hours ag^. 

Sir J. I wish you joy, sir. 

Wild. Not much of that, 1 believe. 

Sir J. V\ hy, sir, does the marriage displease yon 1 

Wild. Doubtless. 

Sir J'. Then 1 fancy you may make yourself easy. 
mVd. Whysu? 

Sir J. You have got, sir, the most prudent daughfer-in- 
law in the British dominions. 

Wild. I am happy to hear it. 

SirJ. For though she mayiiT have brought you much. 
I’m sure she’ll not cost you a farthing. 

Wdd. Ay; exactly lack’s account. 

Sir J. Siie’ll be easily jointured. 

Wild. Justice shall be done her. 

Sir /. No provision necessary for younger children- 

Wildi^^Ot sir! why not?—1 can tell you, if she answers 
vour account, pot the daughter of a duke— 

Wild. Ymi are" vei^ merry, sir. 

Sir J. What an unaccountatd© ieUor*' 

Wild. Sir! 

Sir J. f beg your pardon, 
luarria^— 
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Sir J. ^ Ukelb© whole history to be neither more^r leM 
than an absolo^i fable. 

Wild How, sir? 

Sir /. Even so. ^ 

Wild, Why, sir, do you think my son would dare ti* 
impose upon me \ 

SirJ. Sir, lie would dare to iriu>ose «pon**ariy body. 
Don’t I know him I 

Wild, What do you know? 

Sir J, 1 know, sir, that hw narratives gain him more np- 
plauMO than credit J and that, wliether from consiituthm or 
habit, there is no bebeving a vsyliable he says. 

WUd, Oh, mighty well, sir!—He wants to tjirn the tables 
upon Jack—But it wont do; you are fore.stalled; your 
novels wont pass upon me. 

SnJ. Sir! 

Wild. Nor is the character of my son to be blasted with 
the breath of a boungjir. 

SirJ. What is this? 

WUd. No, no, Mr. Mandeville, it wont do; you are as 
well known here as in your own county of Hereford. • 

Sir J. Mr. Wilding, but that J am sure this extravagant 
behaviour owes its rise to some impadent impositions 'of your 
son, your age would scarce prove your protection. 

Nor, sir, but that I know my boy equal to the de¬ 
fence of'his own honour, should he want a protector in this 
arm, withered and impotent aa you may think it. 

u it- * 

% 

Ka/erMiss Grantam, t.H. 

Mii9 Gr, Bless roe, gentiefnei}, whai is the meaning of 
this? 

Sir /, No more at sir; I have anc^mr demand 

upon your 5on; we’ll setUe the wtiole iogeiher. " - 

WUd I am sure he wiildo you jtistice; * 

Ms A Gr, How, Sir James Elliot 1 J daiteired mysdf that 
yob your Arisiu We, sm Mtwt I be tlte eternal 

object of y ? not obly inaultedtin ihy ed^person, 

W ^ Hray, sir, what right*- 
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siorTbro^bt nae here: I come, madam, to renoiittce all hopei«* 
of bef^lj^earer allied loyoa,‘my son unfortunately bt^nig 
niarrieiralready. 

Miss Or, Married f 

Sir J. Yes, madam, to a lady in the clouds; and berausfe 
I "have refused to acknowledge her family, this old gentle¬ 
man has behaved in a manner very inconsistent wuh his usual 
politeness.« 

Wiid. Sir, 1 thought this affair was to be reserved for 
another occasion; but you, it seems— 

Miss Or. Oh,''is that the business!—Why, I begin to be 
afraid that we are here a little in the wrong, Mr. Wilding. 

HUd. Madam 1 

Miss Or. Your son has just confirmed Sir James Elliot's 
opinion, at a conference under Miss Godfrey's window. 

ffiU. Is it possible ? 

Miss Or. Most true; and assigned two most whimsical 
nmtives for the unaccountable tale. 

Wiid. What can they be ? 

Mtss Or, An aversion for me, whom he has seen but 
once; and an affection for Miss Godfrey, whom 1 am almo-si 
pure he never in \m life. 

fViid. You amaze me. 

Mi^ Or. Irideed, Mr. Wilding, your son is a most ex¬ 
traordinary youth; he has finely perplexed us ail. i think, 
Sir James, you have a small obligation to him. 

SirJ. Which I shall take care to acknowledge the first 


op|K>rtunity. 

fiVd. Yt>n have my consent.* An almndoned proiligate 1 
Was his fattier a proper subject for ms—^But i discard 


Or. Nay, now, gentlemen, you are rather too warm; 
1 can't think Mr. Wilding bad-hearted. This is a levity.— 


JVi/d. How, madam, a leyity I 

Miss Or. Take my word for it, no more; inflamed into 
•habit by the approbation of hb javenile friends. Will you 
submit his punishment to me 1 I think I have the means in 
my hands, both to satisfy your lesentments, and aeisoroplish 
his <iure into the barifain. * ’ 

Sir /. I have no quarrel to him, but for the itt oflSoes he 

has done me with you^^ ' ‘ 
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- Mus Or. Dye hear, Mr. Wydiog? f am afraid'my 
union vsith Sir James must cement the,genieral pea ^^ 
Wiid> Madam, I submit to any— ^ 


Ent^r John, i « h . 

/oAn. Mr. Wilding to wait upon you, madam. [fiUrt^, R.H. 

A/isti Gr. He is punctual, 1 find. Come, good folks, you 
ail act under my direction,—You sir, will get from your son, 
by what means you may think fit, the real truth of the Abing- 
donbusiness.—1 intend to producesnother performer, who will ■ 
want^a little instruction.—Come, Sir James* Nay, no cere¬ 
mony ; we must be as busy as bees, [Exeunt, it.H. 

Wild. This strange boy!—But f must command my temper. 

Enter VolNG WiLdikg, l-h. 


Yotmg W. (Speaking ae he enters, l,h,) —People to 
speak with me! See what they want Popillion.—My father 
here!—that's unlucky enough, 

Wild. Ha, Jack, what brings you here? 

Young W Why, I thought it ray duty to wait upon Misj 
Orantam, in order to make her some t|foJbgy for tjie late 
unAirtunate— < 

WHd. Well, now, that is priKlently as well as politely 
done. 


Young W, I am happy to meet, sir, with your approbation. 

I have been dunking, Jack, about my daughter-in- 
law : as the affair is public, jt is not decern to let her continue 
longer at her fathe^. 

Ytmng W, Sir! 

.. WUd. Would it not be right to send for her home? ^ 

. Tikung W Doubtless, sir. 

I diiftk »i. Why, th^n, to-morrow my diariotj^all 
fetch her., . ; ‘ 

ffi The devil it ^shein—Not qn' te so* 
!i, if you jdpase, sir. ' , 
why iHA? J 

jou^y maji? be Idtsn^ifer^ in her present 


Sdl’l^ThaCil the maltw' wjth hert 
She is big with cliiid, sir. 
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An audftcions—Big with child I—^that is fortunate. 
But, however, an easy carriage and short stages can’t hurt her. 

Vouny W. Pardon me, sir, I dare not trust her: she is 
SIX muntlis gone. 

• Wild, Nay, then, there may he danger indeed. But 
should not I write to her father, just to let ittm know that 
you have discovered the secret? 

JKown^ W. By all means,sir; it will make him extremely 
happy. 

Wild. Why, then, I will instantly about it. Pray, how 
do you direct to him ? 

YouTug W. Abingdon, Berkshire. 

Wild. True; but his addrete? 

Yom^ W. You need not trouble yourself, sir: I shall 
write by this post to my wife, and will send your letter in¬ 
closed. 

Wild, Ay, ay, that will do. ( Going,) 

Young W. 1 have parried that thrust. 

Wild, Though, upon second thoughts. Jack, that will 
rather look too familiar for an introductory letter. 

Young W! Sir I 

* Wild. /\iid these country gentlemen are full of punctilios 
—NojVlI send him a letlar apart; so give me his direction. 

Ymng W. You have it, sir. 

ifW Ay, but his name: I have been so hurried that I 
have entirely forgot it. 

Young W. I am sure so have I.— (^A*ide .)—His name*^ 
his name,jur—Hopkins. 

*Mopkit»s! 

Ymlfff W. Yes, sir. 

^‘ild. Tliat*is not the same name that you gave 
fore; that, if 1 recollect, was either Syplhorpe, or Sybtho^ 

Young W. You are right, sir; that is bis paternal app«S»^ 
lion, but the name of Hopkins be look for an estate of his> 
•mother s; so he w indiscriminately called Hopkins or 
thorpe; and now I recollect 1 have his letter inttty pcwk«tp* ^ 
he iigns himself Sybihorpe Hopkins. ' ■ * ■ ’ X" 

Wild. There is no end of.this; Imust stop \m at 
Harkve, sir, I think you are called mf aoa. 

Young W. ( hope sir, you lave no reawn to doubt ft: 

Wild, Ait loi apon yoti^tf as a.gentlcnmp ? 
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ybu,nff W. In having the hunuur of descending from y< 
And that you Uunk a sufficient pretension 

Young W. Sir—pray, sir— 

Wiid. And by what means do yon imagine your ancestor> 
obtained that distinguishing tide? by their pre*eminence* in 
virtue, I suppose. 

Y^oung Doubtless, sir. 

fVi/d, And has it never occurred to you, that what h.»> 
gained by honour might be lost by infamy ? 

Yuvnc^.W. Perrt‘i:tl\, sir. 

Wild. Are you to learn what redress even ihe imputation 
of a lie demands, und that nothing lei's than the life of the 
adversary can extinguish the affront. 

Young W. Doubtless, sir, 

Wiid. Tlien how dare you call yourself a gcntlpniun ^ you, 
whose wliolo life has been one continued scene of fraud and 
falsity i Not satisfied witii violating the great bond of >o- 
ciety, imUiml confidence, the most sacred rights of natUM^ 
must be invaded, and your father made the innocent instru¬ 
ment to circulate your abominable impositions! 

Young IK Bui, sir ! 

Wild, Within this hour my life was nearly sacrificed in de¬ 
fence of your fame; but perfmps that was your iritention, 
and the story of your marriage merely calculated to send*me 
out of the world, as a grateful return for my bringing you 
into It. 

Young W. For heaven's sake, sir. 

Wild. Wliat other motive? 

Young W, But hear me, sir, I own the Abir.gdon busi¬ 
ness— 

ffUd. An absolute fiction? 

Young W I do. 

Wild. And bow dare you— 

Ytung W. I crave but a moment's audience. 

ffW. Go on. 

Young IK Previous to the combHinication of your inten- 
, tion fur me, I ao^entally met with a lady w'hftse charms— 
.what here is aneChernwirriage trumped up — 
Ws#l, rf* end this fiidy; rei^idmg, I suppose, in 
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fVild. Indeed. ^ 

yfV. Nay, more, and al this instant in this house. 
Wi/d. And her name— 
yoi/fiff /r. Godfrey. 

, fFt'/d. The friend of Miss Grontam ? 

Yovng fF. The very same, sir. 

Wild, Have you spoke to her? 

Young W. Parted from her not ten miniJte.s ago, nay, am 
here by lier appointment. 

Wild, Has she favoured your address? 

Young W, Time, sir, and jftoup approbation, wiil, I hope. 
Wild. Lookye, sir; 6s there is some little probahilny in 
this story, 1 shall think it worth farther inquiry. Ifl discover 
the least faUehood, the least duplicity, remember you have 
lost a father. 

Jf o«»y W. I shall submit without a murmur. 

[EjpU Wildingt r.h. 


JSnier Papillion, l.ii. 


Well, Papillion. 

j Pup. Sir, hero has been tli'c devil to pay withm. 

You*ig W. What’s the matter ? 

Pap*A whole legion of cooks, confectioners, musicians, 
waiters, and watermen. « 

Yount/ fy. What do they want ? 

You, sir. 

a ". Me I 

. .‘tir ; they have brought in their bills. 

Pills! for what? 

the^entertammoftt you^ve last night upon tiie 

water. 

Young W, That I gave I ‘ - . 

Pap. Yes, sir; you remember the bill of fare; but h^'cver 
i have dispatclied them to your lodgings, witli a promise that 
^ou shall immediately meet them. 

Young W. Oh, thene we sliall soon rid our bauds of the 
troop.— Now, Papillion, I liave news lor ymi. My father 
has got to the bottom of the t^le Abb%don botinens. 

Pip. The deuce! 

Young W. We parted Soob.li,«t;pt?l. 
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: was the issue? 

'. tmu^' W. Happy beyond ray hopes. Not only m act of 
' obUtipt), but a promwe to plead my cause with the fair, 
ibp. VTrtb Mitt Godfrey ? 

Vhun^ fT, Who else? he is now with her in another 
room. 

hip. And there is no—^you understand roe-^in all this? 

, Toum fV, No» no; that is ail over now-Mny reformation is 

fixed. 

' As a weathercock. 

'TimHff fE Here comes my fether. 

r 

Sftigr W^iLDiNG and Miss Godfbev, r.h. 

V 

ffUd. lf» madam, he has not the highest sense of the great 
honour you do him, I sliall cease to regard him.—There, sir, 
make your own acknowledgments to that lady. 

Ftmnff W, Sir! 

Wild. This is more than you merit; but let your future 
IffehaVionr testify your gratitude. 

Foxing Wt. PapiilioD! Madam ( Sir 1 , 

. WSid. What,»the puppy petrified ! Why don't,you go 
«p to the lady? ' 

Fawny W. Up to the lady!—That lady ? 
ffi/d. 'fhat lady I—To be sure. What other lady ?—To 
•Mitt Godfrey 3 

Fining IV. Hial lady Miss Godfrey 1 
' Wild. What is all tins f—4farkye. sir; I see w^tat you are 
ni; but no tiifiing ; tiiU it^ni your Imnd to the ^ ntract, or 
the conseqi Ai fe. 

IF. Sir, migiii not l^tobe sure*^ 

.H¥M<'NoTijictii«r evasions 1 Ihore, dr, 

■ IF'lleigh ho. ( Signs it.) 

1FU£ Very well. Now, madam, your name if you 


Papillfon, do you know .who she isl 
.'jilfijpVTM’* a question indeed 1 yw, sir? 
fv;; ^ Wi Not I, es I hope to be saved. 
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Enter John, l.h. 

John. A yuung lady begs to speak with Mr, Wilding. 
younff W. With me! 

MUe G, A young lady with xMr. Wilding f 
John, Seems distressed, madam, and extremely pre^wig 
for admittance. 

JJise G. Indeed! There may be something in this! Voo 
must permit me, sir, to pause a little; who knows but a prior 
claim may pi#ent— ^ 

ffUi. How, sir, who is this lady ? 

J ff. It is impossible for me to divine, sir. 

You know nothing of her ? 

Towji^ fV. How should I ? 
fVi/d, Von hear madam. 

G. I presume your son can have no objection to the 
lady’s appearance. 

Young W. Not in the least, madam. 

Miss Q, Show her in, John. L.iL 

Wild. No, madam, I don’t think there is the least room for 
sdhpecting hun; he can’t be so abandoned as to»-But she is 
here, ^pon my word a sightly woman. 

Enter Kitty, as Miss Sghthorpei l.h. 

King. Wjtero is be ?—Oh, let me throw my arms—my 
life—ray—J 

Youn^\ Hey-day! 

^jfTKxvd copld you leave me ? and for so long a spa<'e! 
Thmk how the tedious time has lagged along. ^ 

Ymtng W. Madam! 

Kilty But we are met at last, and now we will {mrl 00 
more. 

• Yming W. The deuce we wont! ‘ " I 

Kitty- What, not ope kind look, no tender word to 

our second meeting 1 ■ ’ . .''t 

What the devil ilall this? . ^ ■ ' 

Kitty. Are all your oaths, your protestations, come ? 



• Hatye 1 liefservGii«nch treatment? QuiUeci my fAiher'd Ituuso, 

' 'left aU i^nd wai^tireO htsre aiuo^ in searcl^f Uiee 

• thpu oniy 'ftbjoct'ormy bv«. 

WM iTo what can ati this tenud ^ Hark^'O, sir, unriddle this . 
rnystwy. 

Vottn^ ff, li is beyond toe, ,£ confess. Some lunatic 

• escaped from her keeper, I suppose, 

KitCy* Am J disowned then, contemned, slighted ^ 
f^7id. Hold; let me inquire into this matter a little. Pray, 
madam--*-You seem to be pretty familiar here—Ho you know 
tins gentleman ? 
iiVWy. Too well. 

IViH. Hknarae 'l 
jfiSVfy. Wilding, 

WiM, So far she is right. Now yours, if you please. 

Kitty. Wilding. 
v|fe Omnes. Wilding! 

I^ld. And how came you by that name, pray ? 

Kitty, Most lawfully,, sir; by the sacred band, the holy tie 
that made us one. 

WUd, Wliat, married to hnn ! 

Kitty Most true. 

Omnes, How 1 

Young If. Ijlir, may I never— 

Wild, Peace, monster!—One question more; your maiden 
name ? 


Kitty. Sybthorpe. 

Wild. Lydia, from Abingdon, in the county ollBcrks ? 
Kitty, 'I’be same. t 

Wild, As I suspected. So then the whole sloi^ ris true, 
and the monster is married at last. , 

Ygnng Me, sir I By all tbat’s— * 

Wild, Btemai dumbness seke thee, measureless bar t 
Young W, If nut me, bear this gentienian->^Marquis^— 
lUot J; Pll be drawn into wwie pf your scrapes: it is 
a pH of your owa and so get wt as well as you can.* 

5l««n lime PH shift for myself. [E^ity t.n. 

Wild, 'Whal evasion now, monster ? 

Mm 0* Deceiu^! 

1^.1^ I 
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G, f iiipostor I 

* Youn^V. Why, this is a general combinniion to di.stract 
me; but I will be heard, ilir, you are ^ossly imposed upon; 
ilie low contriver of this woman’s shallow arliOce J shall soon 
()t»d moans to discover; and as to you, madam, with whom ^ 
iiitve been suddenly surprized into a contract, I most solemnly 
(leciaro this is the /irst time I ever set eyes on you, 

fiW Amazing confidence! Did not 1 bring her at your 
reipitst ? 

' Yoftuq H\ No. 

Miah G. Is m>l this your o\rti letter t 
Voufiff ir. No 

KiH^, Am not 1 your wife ? 

Voimi n: No. # 

JYild. Did not you own it to me? 

Younti 

h'ttty. Hear me. 

Young fY. No* 
d/w.? G, Answer me. 

H\ No. 

Have not J-- 

komg No, no, no. Zounds, you are all mad, and if I 
'stav I sliaH catch tlie infection. [hxd, t ii. 

** A 


Jailer Sir. Eti.ioT and Miss Gr\ntam, u.ii. 


Omnen. Haj ha, Ija ' 

Mian Gr, llnely {lerforrned. ^ , 

]\W, lU/ oure is completed, he will grai«4iilly acKrmw- 
ledo-e tlj»<<lause ; if not, the punishment comes far shurl of his 
crimtisr To llie ladies, indeed, no character is so dangerous 

as that of a liar. 

\ 

t 

They in the fairest frames can fix a flaw, 

• And vanquish fmaks whom they never taw. 
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